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“Dr. Foth remains our humble and inimitable 
servant—the faithful leveller of all those 
high-and-mighty Poohbahs set in authority 
above us” —The Globe and Mail 
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PART ONE 


The Yellow Brick 
Road 





1 The Journey Begins 

There were several roads nearby, but it did not take 
[Dorothy] long to find the one paved with yellow 
brick. Within a short time she was walking briskly 
toward the Emerald City.... Dorothy did not feel 
nearly so bad as you might think a little girl would 
who had been suddenly whisked away from her own 
country and set down in the midst of a strange lan . 

the wizard of oz 


In February 1976, after the Recessive 

Canada elected someone by the name of Joe Clark as its 
new leader, the veteran Vancouver newspaper pub hsher Hal 
Straight was talking on the phone to Conrad Black. The 
Toronto establishment man, in his early meandermgs to a 
hundred million dollars before he was forty, had purchased 
Straight's prosperous North Vancouver paper a p 

Ster Straightwondered, over the phone, who this unknown 
kid from High River was. "Don't worry," Black assured hun. 
"We'll get rid of him." Straight chuckles over lunch one day 
in May 1983, and shakes his head. He does not understan 
Central Canada, nor does he pretend to. '' The y ^ l^t elected 
the guy. And they're telling me, 'Don t worry. We 11 get nd o 

hm jack Pickersgill, the professional imp who decoratedthe 
mischief-making parts of the Liberal party through theM^ 
kenzie King and Lester Pearson years, always said that the 
Grits were "the governing party. The Tories are hkemump 
-you get them once in your life." Then it s back to the Natu- 

^ A°de e s^ndamof Pickersgill (in the arrogance line) is Tom 
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Axworthy, a refugee from Winnipeg's north end who has a 
d as hyely as a flea, a necessary attribute considering he 
k prmdpai secretary to Prime Minister Pierre Elliott Himself 
He likes to show up at political conventions with a small 

Ko f °clot‘ KadS: " TOTieS “ 

The Tories, the poor Tories, are none of these things. They 
are as puzzling as the cure for the common cold, as contrad^ 
tory as their name and impossible to dislike, kow can you 
not love a party that changes its leader more often than a 

ttm^h d f ngeS thC SheetS/ has for 116 y ears Pretended 
b ? d °i eS n0t 1 X1St by P ersistin § with unilingual 
leaders, and replaces (while triumphant in the Gallup Poll) 

then leader with someone who has never in his life mn for 
public office? Lovable? Delicious! Delectable! 

Lord Grey, in 1909, called it "the stupid party." That may 

a f Tr 1 contribution to Canada than the football 
A, f° nated - It: 1S our own natlve version of the Hatfields 

MHH? yS: TUPPer 1 didn ' t ld<e BoweU ; Borden was detested; 
Meighen was unpopular,- Bennett couldn't handle Stevens and 

quarrelled openly with Manion,- Bracken was invisible,- Drew 
imperious,- Diefenbaker was knifed by Hees, Nowlan Me- 

?>• tetag axed by Cadp ; Hoxnd „ 
aged Stanfield; Clark was first undermined and then over¬ 
thrown by Mulroney, who now wants to be the new guy, that 

^ocSm reCOtd ^ There is “> Fomins 

The cuddly Tories most resemble, once you get into it 

b W vtr g /^ ren ' mno , cents ' their achievements muddied 
by their idealism — waifs on The Yellow Brick Road. Ever 

SSf 8, r CS ig ^ and UnSulHed by tbe ^fs and respon- 
Sd of Odds P^ 67 StUmblC ° n ' l00king for the the Wiz- 

We have the Cowardly Lion, John Diefenbaker, all blus- 
ter and melodramatic jowls, fearful of delegating any au- 
thontv. fnebtpnprl nf+ho _ j 1 _ j 
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— his lack of training for an administrative role or a trust¬ 
worthy presence, his fearful view that every colleague was 
a potential assassin, his suspicion that Central Canada 
viewed him as an unsophisticated mbe. 

There was the Tin Woodman, Robert Stanfield, a good 
man in search of a heart that he could display to the public 
who always stood back from him, slightly mystified about 
what this uncomfortable-looking chap was doing in an arena 
where others were bouncing on trampolines, sliding down 
banisters and pecking nubile nymphs on the cheeks. Mr. 
Standstill was in constant need of the oil of affection, a man 
who had been sewn into his emotional underwear since birth 
and now was being asked to drop his drawers, politically 
speaking, in public. It did not work and couldn't have. The 
Tin Woodman rattled when he walked, the wires connecting 
his voice-box short-circuited so that the sentences came 
through at the wrong speed on the gramophone. 

fangling along The Yellow Brick Road with them was the 
Scarecrow, foe Clark, never in his seven years as leader con¬ 
vincing the electorate that he really had the right stuff. The 
Scarecrow was on the way to the Wizard of Odds because he 
wanted a brain. All the while he stumbled, limbs akimbo, in 
search of coordination, the victim of ambulatory dyslexia. 

Who better to lead these souls along The Yellow Brick 
Road, disguised as Dorothy, than Dr. Foth? Someone, God 
knows, has to save the country, since the present proprietors 
are doing such a muck-up of the job. My suggestions for 
improvement, as is well-known, have been stubbornly ignored 
in the past. Now we are once more at the crossroads and it 
seems likely we are about to put the Regrettable Conserva¬ 
tionists into power, though they are fully capable, consider¬ 
ing their awe-inspiring record, of screwing it up once again. 

Conrad Black, who is nominally a Liberal but manages to 
show up in time for the short strokes at each Conservative 
leadership vote, says, in the felicitous phrasing typical of him, 
that the party is made up of "masochists and fruitcakes." 
Therein lies the secret of this tome. Dr. Foth separates, for 
you, the masochists from the fruitcakes. 
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Like Dorothy leading the Cowardly Lion, the Tin Wood¬ 
man and the Scarecrow down (up?) The Yellow Brick Road, 
Dr. Foth will conduct the eager reader on a guided tom 
through the more esoteric byways of the Tory soul. Who are 
the villains? Why does Bill Davis grin that way? Did Dick 
Hatfield really bake his cat? Who is the worst MP? And why? 
Why was Brian Mulroney naked when foe Clark tried to 
shake his hand? What happened on The Night Bob Stanfield 
Got Mad — and Drunk? Who broke the window of the taxi 
outside the Albany Club? Who is the second-best-dressed 
woman in Canada? Better still, who is the first best-dressed? 
All those things about Tories you didn't want to know, and 
couldn't be bothered to ask? Right. They are included. This 
is the political version of Trivial Pursuit. At the end of the 
road rests the Tory soul — tortured, guilty, loving the whip, 
remorseful, and, in the end as in the beginning, childlike. 

Finlay MacDonald, the seer of Halifax, who would no 
more utter an inelegant sentence than not shine his shoes, 
says the explanation for the dim record of his party is clear. 
"There are simply not enough Conservatives in this country 
to elect a government. The only way we can do it, occasion¬ 
ally, is to 'borrow' enough dissatisfied Liberals or malcon¬ 
tent NDP voters to squeeze in. That's the only way we can 
achieve power." 

The night of June 11,1983, when the boy from Baie Comeau 
completed the most audacious raid on democratic politics 
since De Gaulle rode in from Colombey-les-Deux-Eglises, the 
esteemed journalist George Bain (who once wrote the most 
elegantly crafted column ever to grace Ottawa), attempted 
to hijack a taxi outside the Ottawa shinny rink, where the 
coup d’etat had just taken place. Ottawa, it should be ex¬ 
plained, among its many disgraces has the worst taxi service 
—and worst taxis and worst taxi drivers—in Christendom. 
Foiled and in despair, Bain spotted a lone passenger in a stalled 
cab and wondered, in polite terms, if perhaps they could share 
the fare downtown, since every one was badly in need of a 
drink. The man, in Bain's phrase, "gave me a look as if he 
had found something moving in his salad." The chap said 
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that anyone who would vote for Brian Mulroney deserved to 
walk. The taxi sped off. 

Past midnight, I boarded an elevator in the Chateau Laurier, 
the mausoleum that was temporarily aflame with joyous and 
incensed Tories, on my way up to the suite of the lucky chap 
who had just inherited this ill-starred flock. The elevator also 
contained a blowsy woman, her hair the colour of the bot¬ 
tom of the Fraser River, a delegate who had obviously been 
in a serious bout with the grape and had lost. Ricocheting oh 
the comer walls of the elevator, she curled her lip at poor Dr. 
Foth and spat out: " Mulroney. We'll get rid of him." 
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2 Sheep for the Slaughter 

“There is only one thing in the world I’m afraid of.” 
“What’s ihatl” asked Dorothy.... 

“A lighted match, ” [answered the Scarecrow]. 


The Tories are carnivorous by habit, omnivorous in their 
search for victims and, as a result, usually cadaverous in 
appearance. The party as a whole resembles something out 
of Dickens: ill-fitting suits, lank of hair and pale of shank, 
slightly out of sync with the times, mumbling, with last 
week's egg still on the tie. 

Its august members of caucus are either grotesquely over¬ 
fed, resembling some refugees from a Hogarthian orgy, or are 
bow-legged and double-knitted, not suited to modem times. 
Their MPs appear angry at the world—as they should be, since 
they so obviously do not fit into it. They are searching for 
another era, another place, perhaps another role in life. 

The anger—or confusion — runs deep. It has been with 
the party since Confederation. Since they cannot find the real 
enemy (themselves), the Tories have looked around and seized 
upon the nearest victim: their own leader. Joe Clark, for all 
the maudlin remorse, is not a new phenomenon. Since the 
last century his party has been practising the art, like a fright¬ 
ened mink, of eating its young. Only a party that has been 
honing its tricks for a hundred years could come up with the 
skillful self-immolation (portrayed so winningly on colour 
television) in Winnipeg, in January 1983, followed by the 
funeral itself in Ottawa in June. 
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The problem is that this pitiful collection of losers has 
had only one real leader in its history. When Sir John A. Mac¬ 
donald was on top, preserved by giggle-juice, the Conserva¬ 
tives formed or led the government in twenty-five out of 
twenty-nine years. Since his death, it has been all downhill. 
The Tories have never got over the shock of Sir John A. 
shucking his gin bottle for the last time. It is a party that has 
been in mourning for ninety-two years. It is a party of grave- 
watchers, awaiting the Resurrection. 

The Liberals have produced only one federal leader in their 
history, Edward Blake, who was not prime minister. They've 
had only seven leaders in all. The Tories, with more than 
twice that number, have been led by a series of feckless pur¬ 
suers of the Peter Principle, each of whom has crashed in his 
own peculiar way. Clark and his Perils of Pauline was simply 
the modem replaying of a repetitive Tory theme: nibbled to 
death by ducks. 

Practically every Conservative leader since Sir John A. 
has been under constant challenge from his own flock. Most 
of them have had to resign with the snarls of jackals around 
their ankles. The events of the late 1970s and the early 1980s 
are not unique: it is a case of Stabbing Revisited. The Tory 
party is the story of a pack of Brutuses in search of a Caesar. 
Daggers are always dropping accidentally from their togas 
(more often than not inflicting serious foot wounds on the 
owners of the pig-stickers). 

From the history of Tory leaders emerges one central 
theme: it seemed a good idea at the time. The Tories can't 
even win when they attempt to do the right thing. The trag¬ 
edy of the hanging of Louis Riel — which has doomed the 
party in Quebec to this day — was a result of Macdonald's 
expansive policies toward Western Canada. 

The party's strength under his leadership had been its suc¬ 
cess in bridging the historical differences between Catholics 
and Protestants, French and English, Quebec and Ontario. 
Central to Macdonald's plan for national unity was his pol¬ 
icy for western development. But once the West was opened 
to immigration, there was controversy over the rights of the 
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French-speaking, Catholic Metis population that had already 
8e "S h of1ourse, escaped to the United States like Anne 

... 

rsftiss 

seats. But he died twel '«'ti tSroblem of 

ta a V bles ' 

with^rominent uaembers charging one another with corrup- 

t ^° I rhe S most^ena^'nt t of l lV^c^*nMd's t surviving^olleagues 

r- Charles Tupper. For some reason that has never b 
was Sir cnaries 1 uppex , . Mpvt best choice was 

explained, the cabinet didn't want tana^Next bes^cn ^ 

fc£h?=CrS& B shielded his eyes, 
“SSfoTrfSriy toWing (which should have 

a^wiSSirSSS 

slumbering body that in ^^0? PemrToUery and 
the infectious charisma of the likes of Peter btoiie y 

Mi Abta« who was honest if nothing else, confessed at the 

sa£r. , =2f-'SS== s = 

inundated with criticism of his leadership^ had neitn 
rdesue nor 

Thompson, who was leadmg tn p y 
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of the Privy cS A f™ e S T m “ as a <™mber 
did the hoYou^TwtadSSr i ,ta ^ Victoria 
Perhaps the occasion did htata ' Une *P ec,edl >' died. 

<heSxx c uS^^ 

sent out to teach table mn ^ ern or general, Lord Aberdeen, 

SKffi£” bTet'wh^ ° f ieai ° US “ d feud ^ 

sss “fri 

Among his smaU dLtincrions ^ t Bl °? eis ' ““8<rdrop ad. 
of the Orange Lodge. Hew^'a as a former grand master 

an unmitigated disaster. ' S COU d have been imagined, 

"ThSSS™ wWhT ry ' S “ Jo ? ,h Pope ' watched: 
days of weTned With ° m 3 biush - 

presided over by a man wLcp ^ministration by a cabinet 
vation had visibly turned hi« h ^ ^ Gn and un i°°ked-for ele- 
or cohesion of anv k^ ^ ^ a ™ mistr y without unity 

until they be^a^ectaS Sew ‘S™ 1 

men." Wonderful / The nnlv <-k the world, to angels, and to 

the embassy mfcnSLm 7 *“* ** ^ do was ™ve 

rib Sr^h^h^K^ ^“-'“ders, his 

wires guarding his bathtub! Durin^Hs^stte^b^V” 15 ' 
was m a permanent ct a< «> tlrst year tbe cabinet 
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No sooner was he mollified than three Quebec ministers 
re signations. At the opening of Parliament 
in 1896, half Bowell s cabinet — his "nest of traitors" — an¬ 
nounced to the Commons they could no longer serve under 
ms leadership. (Sounding familiar?) This was all part of a Tory 
plot to force out Bowell and replace him with the elder Tupper. 

For ten days Bowell struggled in a death-rattle with a party 
determined to junk him, twice offering his resignation to the 
governor-general and twice being refused. The rebels finally 
forced Bowell to agree that the long-waiting Tupper would 

take over m the Commons and succeed him at the end of the 
session. 

Sir Charles Tupper, Tory Number Five, was prime minis¬ 
ter for all of sixty-nine days. It hardly seemed worth waiting 
or. In the election of June 1896, the fractious party with its 
warring elements in Quebec was easy prey for L^urier. 

That was the end of the era of Conservative ascendancy 
m our politics. It would be fifteen years before there was an¬ 
other Tory government. Poor Tripper hung in as Opposition 
leader until defeated again in 1900, when he resigned. 

Tory Number Six—and we are moving right along, aren't 

w f ? 7 Y aS t ? e reluctant Sir Robert Borden, the first leader 
who had not been a Macdonald minister. Chosen by the cau¬ 
cus when Tupper quit, he had an inauspicious debut. He was 
defeated in Halifax in the 1904 election but got back to 
Ottawa through a 1905 by-election in Ontario's Carleton. (In 
1908, he was elected m both seats, regulations being some¬ 
what more flexible in those days, and chose his old seat.) 

, R°rden appointed a Quebec leader but so undercut him 
mat the chap resigned and was never replaced. Over three 
sessions Borden, being a Tory, had to confront several intrigues 
against his leadership. 

His flock resented the way he treated them. He was de- 
scnbed as distant, moody, imperious, (hello there, Dief) some¬ 
times almost scornful of their worth. He seldom consulted 
them and, if a caucus was stormy, often would disappear and 
not call another one that session. 

By 1910 the malcontents were moving in for the kill and 
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Borden offered to resign. He was saved onlyafter eonsider- 
able debate in caucus, the Tories perfecting the trick that has 
sustained them for, lo, until the very present-turning their 

leader on a spit for all to observe. . . , 

Having barely escaped execution, Borden, surprisingly, 
won the 1911 election as the Laurier Liberals split on the 
reciprocity issue. The Tories were restored to power after fif¬ 
teen years in the wilderness but the great majority of the new 
ministers had had no experience in office (hello there, Joe) 
and the Quebec men proved particularly difficult and unreli- 

abl In a country split by the conscription issue, a Union gov¬ 
ernment led by Borden took the 1917 election but it was a 
hollow victory—for the first time since Confederation not a 
single French-Canadian was elected as a Tory. 

His party shattered, an unhappy Borden stayed on until 
1920 when Tory Number Seven, Arthur Meighen, assumed 

the kamikaze seat. , . 

Even on appointment, Meighen was not popular with his 
fellow MPs and most members of cabinet were opposed to 
him. As a matter of fact, he got the job only after Borden s 
first choice, finance minister Sir Thomas White, turned i 
down. (These lads do have a death-wish.) 

The second choice was regarded as reserved, ak>of and de¬ 
ficient "in the small personal arts of politics." (Do we hear 
an echo there, Clarkians?) Within a year his government was 
crushingly defeated by the Mackenzie King-led Grits and 
Meighen lost his own seat in Portage la Prairie, regaining l 

0lJy toetoel^he 'iackals were after Meighen and by 1922 
he was offering his resignation. One of the I*f is f“ 
ulent snipers from outside the caucus was Lord Atholstan, 
publisher*of the Montreal Star, who wanted a leader more 
cosy with Montreal railway policy—that is, the CPR. 

This fits in with the consistent Tory habit over the 
decades of viewing power through petty, vainglorious rnd 
personally ambitious eyes. The Grits use power to achieve 
the same ends: they fust don't make it so obvious. 
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The doomed Meighen was briefly restored to power in 
1926 in the King-Byng constitutional fuss, when the Liberal 
leader was denied by Governor-General Lord Byng a dissolu¬ 
tion of the Commons, meaning an election, and had to resign. 
When Meighen couldn't get the confidence of the House, he 
had to call the election which King —looking toward Que¬ 
bec—won easily on the issue of abuse of power by that Brit- 
appointed Gee Gee. 

Meighen immediately resigned and was replaced by the 
ineffable Hugh Guthrie, interim Tory Number Eight. 

In 1927 the Tories chose Number Nine, R.B. Bennett, who 
had the luck to preside over the Great Depression—wearing 
a top hat through it all, just as another prime minister wears 
a fresh rose in his lapel throughout recessions, thus enhanc 
ing his appeal with the unwashed. Bennett led the Tories back 
into power in 1930 (when the Grits were glad to be out 
of government), but he couldn't handle trade minister H.H. 
Stevens from Vancouver. 

Stevens had made provocative charges — unheard of in 
those Tory days—about increasing corporate concentration. 
Bennett, instead of accepting his proffered resignation, gave 
him the full sway of a royal commission on the charges 
and Stevens became a popular hero (where are you, Don 
Macdonald?). 

By the time the insensitive and unbending Bennett finally 
forced Stevens out of cabinet, there were rumours of a coup 
against his leadership. Just three months before the 1935 
election, Stevens formed his own Reconstruction Party and 
many Tory workers defected to his cause. The scrapping 
Tories, naturally, were wiped out at the polls. 

Under fire, Bennett quit in 1938. But his likely successor, 
R.J. Man i nn of downtown Thunder Bay, had quarrelled openly 
with Bennett on the floor of the Commons. He published an 
autobiography criticizing Bennett for his arrogant dealings 
with cabinet. The two men no longer spoke. 

In this chummy atmosphere, the Manion enemies con¬ 
sidered Stevens as a challenger to block him. Bennett wanted 
Meighen and even threatened to run himself. The Manion 
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foes eventually chose Murdoch MacPherson, a former attor¬ 
ney-general of Saskatchewan who had no federal experience 
whatsoever. 


The fated Bob Manion became Number Ten with Meighen 
party leader m the Senate, sniping all the way, and Bennett 7 
who finished out his days in Surrey, England, as Lord Bennett' 
muttering from the underbrush throughout. 

When Manion, another hiccup of history, was defeated 
along with his party in 1940 in an ambush Grit election, he 
did the gracious thing and resigned in six weeks. The never- 
to-be-forgotten R.B. Hanson became interim leader and Tory 
Number Eleven. How soon we lose our memories. 

After a delay of more than a year. Hitler's war being con¬ 
sidered more important than the never-en ding Tory back¬ 
biting, it was decided to draft Meighen, who could be consid¬ 
ered as Tory Number Twelve, Mark H. He lasted in his sec¬ 
ond term barely a year. 

It took some genius to flub it, but Meighen managed A 
by-election had beeri called in York South to open a seat for 
him and there was no Liberal opponent. However, Meighen's 
attacks on Mackenzie King's war policy were such that his 
only rival, a CCF candidate, won. 

We move along swiftly, the names now a blur before us 
the blood bemg wiped from knife after knife, to be replaced 
by new claret, new curtains concealing new daggers. Do you 
get the sequence? There is a certain pattern to this collec¬ 
tion of assassins that is disguised as a political party. 

Meighen had a bright idea. He would recruit as his succes¬ 
sor the premier of Manitoba, one John Bracken, a Progres¬ 
sive who had no previous connection with the Conservative 
Party. This supposedly made him attractive. In such whirl¬ 
winds do Tory minds move. 


In the 1942 convention, Bracken was opposed by H.H. 
Stevens, Murdoch MacPherson, Howard Green and John 
Diefenbaker. (The Toronto-Montreal Establishment that 
backed Bracken distinguished itself by referring to Dief, in 
every chance at the microphone in that German-paranoid war¬ 
time atmosphere, as "Diefen-backer." The joint chairman of 
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h n Milner QC, of Edmonton, who 
barke^ou^Dieknhacked'm AUrernTand 

Kd -govetnot, he did not become 

a senator, he did not too k place, on the 

The arranged Bracken an Progressive Conser- 

condition that the party * s ackwa rd Party. Ah things 

vative. Delightful! The forward * d John Bracken, 

" look 1M 

the B^tl^tim^h^hd"mthe^l943^election^the^Forward' 

Backward Party being d® ^ provide him with a guar- 

prestige. A fund was established p fast case 

anteed annual income would r^ire. It^ By 

of a man becoming “j^^ a g e himself, Bracken resigned^ 
1948, having gotten th emesg t weapo n would 

K aKSSfS,3J5iSS3Ki53 
»s3KKKf~-» “**- "-*■ 

teen, if you're counting. fiist ballot over Donald 

Drew won the leadership reca ifaig in his memoirs: 

Fleming and Diefenbaker, th t tQ h i s suite in the 

"On the night of Drew s vi j was an intruder. I 

Chateau Laurier. They we: intQ t h at gathering and it 
rafa"S-“m”ustomardy admitted to homes had 

•'sszs&^ssszsxi 

of the St. Laurent government fmay^^ circle that 

restiveness in the party * uence wit h that Chinese water- 
controlled positions method of destroying 

tortuie the Tories have “S, m mid-1956, he 

their leaders, the stress whvsical exhaustion, 

collapsed from emotional an P Y f tosurre ction, 

. Diefenbaker, the 


27 


victory in 1956jSfpbtters^tte ’* ° n 3 fost -ballot 

who already perceivedm S ^?° ck:hha ' Those 
tempted to recmit an alternative • 'f 8 We ^nesses at- 

hls nv *h Donald Fleming andn* V^ 7 didn/t consider 
cient stature. They even wem^n ? Fulton ' t0 be of suffi- 
Baxter, an expatriate Canadian who w ** ^ 3pproach Beverly 
ber of the British Parliament Amnn^ Conservative mem- 
wrote a column fox Maclean’ 8 hlS ° ther sins ' Baxt er 

first government In tw^rtvtw >er Fifteen ' « ave his party its 
nority in 19S7 . H he W “ ^ 

cepted—by the party brass as W n6Ver real] y ac¬ 

he started down the slippery slopeln jo^u a 1 wkm er. Once 
honed, Bowell's latter-day^W ^ hatchets w ere 

. Ma ” ^ 

fanatics, the bats, the bellicose the lo 7 - retros P e ct, the 

Mrisssa 

find out. Umber Elghteen ' Brian Mulroney undoubtedly will 
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3 The Cowardly lion 

“What makes you a cowardl" asked Dorothy.. ■ ■ 
“It’s a mystery,”replied the Lion. “Isuppose I 
was born that way. All the other^imals m i the 
forest naturally expect me to b ^ bmv f’J^ e T 
everywhere thought to be the Kmg of Beasts J 
learned thatiflroared very loudly every h ^thmg 
was frightened and got out of my way... -Assoon as 
they hear me roar they all try to get away from m , 
and of course I let them go. 


On Tune 11 1957,1was walking about London. Newly 
f^ddftwen^-four, beginning a three-year residence, as awed 
as any colonial raised on the history of the most ^resting 
town on earth, I decided to explore on foot for anhourorso 
I walked along Hyde Park from my digs m Notting H 
Gate do^ the frhige of the Mayfair gilt, along Pkxadilly, and 
headed east. At Green Park, the 
callboards shouted a morning message. TORIES 
ahead' A little flicker in the heart of one strolling Canadian 
wenton likeabarbeque starter. A spring came into the step. 

T l niefenbaker the outsider, indeed had a chance after a . 
^Alongthe Strami the street' editions of the most compel 
tive newspaper market on the gtobe screamed further bulle- 
S CONSERVATIVE SURGE CONTINUES. Seduced 

l t u e W alkable byways that soothe the eye and delight t 
feet^I uaced the Thames. The callboards became more fre- 
netic. hr that era when Mother England was to feel 

neglected here was one unregenerate lover of Over Um , 
even though he did have a German name, gaining power 

^ I tarried in a pub over brown ale and good cheddar, only to 
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em Canadian. For the rest nftVi tui^ tan, especially a West* 
the world I had left unfnlH hat ^ )a WLondon day, I watched 

oftEs^?^ 

h “^r d f y m 7 proud ' ^c^dt ms/bo,h 

Canadians encou Se^te Lo^™ 06 ' Shared With other 
can be equ; ited ordy^fh^th^° n *** succee< ^^ n S days, that 

of Monteal's E^o 67 ^ “* ^ * e ^ 

"sfflssasSSSS? 

ssttssa r,Ksr£ £*js- s 

ssssasss-s 

career as Canadian nri^. . . uuuu S n ms tortuous 

John At y heZ; ^tZ^ZToUcttZ 0 lMi l ei 
charged with manslaughter after a tra i i degrapher 

doliars to i“S^hop J^nS IZ f “ 
privilege of defending the 1950 *cau 3 e^ diLtweredearty^jn the 
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trial that the soldiers had been in wooden coaches while the 

officers on the train were in secure steel cars 

To Dief's further delight, the prosecutor, the B.C. deputy 
attorney general, turned out to have the name of Colonel Enc 
Peppier, KC. At every possible opportunity, Dief laid on the 
references to "Colonel," all the while hammering away at 
the contrast between the officers encased m their safe steel 

Cars and the men dying in wooden coaches. 

As always, Dief had placed a friend m the gallery to watch 
the reactions of the jury. When his spy, a man named Snow, 
reported the disgust on the faces of one juror in the front row, 
a First World War veteran, and another m the back row, a 
Second World War vet, Dief knew he was home free He won 
an acquittal for the young telegrapher and marched back to 

Ottawa to the plaudits of the nation. 

He had established in the public mind, through the trials 
in which he was always on the side of the underdog, that 

here was a man of the people and for the people. 

The trial was a key to understanding John George Dielen- 
baker and explaining why this strange man, so reviled by po¬ 
litical observers and almost everyone in Ottawa, became such 
a mythic figure in our politics. He had a touch for human 
emotions which never deserted him even on those latter days 
when he verged on becoming a caricature of himsel. 

From the start, as an outsider, not trusted in the Com¬ 
mons by either the Tories or the Liberals, Diefenbaker used 
his gifts with the language to make his reputation. The ordi¬ 
narily sedate Liberal finance minister James Ilsley once grew 
so irritated at a stagey Dief harangue that he shouted at him. 
"Don't become so intoxicated with the exuberence of your 
own verbosity! Get away from this sophomoric invective and 


adolescent abuse!" v , ^ u * 

With the words, as journalist Gordon Donaldson put it, 
"came the punctuation, the distracting grunt, the terrible 
pause, the accusing finger, the massive head in disdainful 
profile." Dief in full flight had the mannerisms of a Rudolph 
Valentino, nostrils aflame with passion after some helpless 
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niX n- ( lfi 0ne ° f tho , Se old sdent movies seen late at 
g t. Diefenbaker once threw himself on the floor of the 

Supreme Court of British Columbia, clutching his throat to 

Toh7£° W T md fl had b6en Committed - Little wonder that 
John Kennedy and his rep-tie set from Harvard thought him 
a mountebank, an outdated poseur. 

The best description of the Diefenbaker liberty with the 
language was given m the House in 1958, after he had been 

year ' “ stewatt/ * he SociaUst Mp fom 

The rektionship between the Prime Minister and the 
cliche is not that between master and servant,- it is that 
of master and slave, because he beats these cliches and 
bruises them, sets them dangling before us, and then 
having bludgeoned them with such violence, he bur¬ 
ies their bleeding bodies in the pages of Hansard. If we 
want to fmd out what has been happening, we have to 
disinter these victims of verbosity and when we con- 

happening 1 m0rtem We find that n °thing has been 

The man who invented this slippery speech form actu¬ 
ally explained it once during the 1963 campaign to the 
Toronto Star’s Val Sears, then going through one of his many 
incarnations as Ottawa bureau chief for the paper (which 
changes the occupants of that post faster than Italy goes 
through prune ministers). 'Ton know," Dief told Sears, "some- 
unes I think of a clever phrase during a speech and I start to 
say it and then I stop and think 'that's taking me down a road 
I don t wantto go' and change direction, or I don't finish the 
sentence. That way, they can't pin me down. They say: 'Die¬ 
fenbaker said so-and-so,' and they go and look it up and there's 
a turn somewhere. They can't catch me out." 

w D ? FS S an £ gled f tem P ts « franglais, of course, were 
legendary. His finest hour came when, in a speech in Quebec 
that was carried province-wide on radio, he manfully at¬ 
tempted his mandatory few sentences in French. What his 
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speech writers had given him was, 'Te^ nrea voemc 
seront applecies." (I hope my good wishes will be well 

C “ Hot it came out, in the lamed Prince Albert pronuncia- 
. wa _. "j’penbre aue mes veaux saviont apies shies. (I 
W my : Sow how to shit afterwards.. Radios 

feToffthe tables all over Quebec. The Tories, as you know, 

^“m^tttuyworks both ways. CamilUen 

Houde the gargantuan Montreal mayor, was once as ^ d ^° 
SS kickoff at a McGill football game. He did the 
do the ceremonial m icronhone and announced 



enthusiastically that he had enjoyed ^ 

were asked back in the future he would be glad to kicK an 

y °“ SSL'wS^fcourse, a terrible prime minister, mys¬ 
tified by decision-making, obsessed by his suffocating en 
ority complex, happy only when appeahng «o*epnbhcfor 
succor But he had a gift — a gift shared by few others o 
spotting totems, symbols, rituals that s ^f * 
haw heen a lousy leader but he was excellent litmus paper. 

h In the Commons galleries, on three days when he deigned 

to anoear the public tensed when he stood, bands on h p , 
spurious indignation rising from him in sheets With a ptoas 
heSd capture a comer of Page One- an ability denied the 
next two men who succeeded him. He had a connection cord 
to^the public, a nerve end for simplistic issues - a Royal 
i^lta a Mountie, a railway telegrapher. He was an ann- 
Ottawa man, which is why he failed as PM and why he sur¬ 
vived into his eighties as a tribune oi the people 

Like all men of surpassing ego, the Chief had tew clos 
friends only acolytes. (Though he was loyal: both the law- 
ver who assisted him in that railway wreck trial and the two 
ben^rs who eased through his B.C. licence were appointed 
iudees i He was always the solitary man. Betty Davis, afnen 
Us tot wife! told author Simma Holt of the Diefai- 
bakerssitting in the bleachers at the Saskatoon radwaysm- 

tion during the 1939 visit ofKingGeorge and Queen Elizab . 
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theTtage. ”*** ** ** platform ' the Crowds su ^d toward 



I believe the Queen came down to speak to the veter- 

ttere^oh^* “u “ C ° me 011/ John - Let ' s S° d ™ n 
there. John would not go and Edna said, "Come on 

let * So/' We were within a couple oi feet of the 
Queen and could hear all the conversation... When 

hiin^elf bleachers,1 saw John sitting all by 

himself. He had not moved. It is a picture I will never 

ToEn n 1 f h °K^’ 110 m T sel£ that is the classic and real 
J hn Diefenbaker a loner who would not move out 

of himself even to get close to his Queen. 

The voracious Holt, a good newspaper reporter who had 
known Diefenbaker for the five years she served in the Com- 
mons after his death rummaged around in the story of his 

tessr forher book ' °“- 

John never really learned to be "one of the boys." No 
matter how determined he was to change from a natu- 

las/moment PCrS ° n ' he ° ften balked at the 

last moment. Sometimes it was self-indulgence: he 

wanted to do what he loved most -hide away in his 

^Sometimes it was outrightfear of 

71m opIe - ^ ere were times, family and friends 

W w IOhn WOuld CVen cross the street ra ther than 
have to face someone and get involved in conversation. 

and^Ckrk 16 * * Httle trace of Pierre T ^eau 

Historians might ponder the fact that Dief—like R B 

A^such S aUnCr ' B °I den ' like K ing-was childless.’ 

s such, of course, obsessed with self. (How much of the 

character of this pnm country is the product of such incom 

piete Aiven men who have ruled us as prime minister?) 

Dief was a politician apart, a man who, as Peter Newman 



put it, "like P.G. Wodehouse's fictional butler, Jeeves, entered 

any iTasSi. P E i ^ 0 ^bse 8 8ed men, a momma's 
boySa O'Brien, a friend of the family, remembers: 

Mrs. Diefenbaker (mother Mary| was a very strong 
character. I certainly understand what botheredEdna 

so much. As soon as John came into his parents hom 

he was mother's boy, not Edna's husband. I remember 
John would stretch out on the chesterfiel 
full-grown, middle-aged man — with his head m his 
mother's lap and she would stroke him and run er 
hands through his hair. Edna would actu y t ow up^ 
Mickey and I were over for tea several times and we 

saw it. 

Mickey O'Brien, a legendary Vancouver advertising figure, 
was one of the chief pushes in making Dief party leader. 

He was many things — among them, by t e ^ay, no 
teetotaller. "He had the odd drink. I know, I served it to h 
mvself " says Frank Swanson. Now the retired publisher , 
the Calgary Herald, Swanson was once the Ottawa Citizen s 
press g!n7ry man and used to attend the Diefenbakers' Sun¬ 
day-night dinners in their small Ottawa apartment alongwith 
suchas Arthur Blakely of the Montreal Gazette and the To 
ronto Telegram’s Peter Dempson. Swanson was always asked 
tobe barSder. "He would say: 'Pour me one.' It was always 

SC °By 1 the^hr^Diefenbaker finally achieved his dream of be¬ 
coming prime minister his solitary nature had been turn 
into paranoia. The Liberals, cynical even then, harassed him 
bv gerrymandering his seat out of existence. They even con- 
vertedthe house next door to his Prince Albertresrdence mto 
a foster home for unwed Indian mothers (considered disgrace- 

AtSty-one^when he took power, he-was too old toieam 
the gifts of organization and delegation he'd never needed as 
an individualist lawyer and barnstorming defence attorney 
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coZ^T “ northem Saskatchewan. Just as power 
mrpts, lack of power can corrupt too. The slights had been 
oo deeply embedded, the imagined enemies too real. The 
bitterness of 37 years was too much. 

elec^dbi^^blw^ 38gra T roots appeaI - W 11611 he was 
elected in 1957 he went across the country by train, meeting 

i^e/T^Le7w provincia] Conservative cabinet min 
ister. A Winnipeg woman, with wonder still in her eves 
remembers as a twelve-year-old being taken by her pohtS 
father down to the train, and seated on Diefs knee while 

S^ rOUght candies ^ all the gathered children. Peter 
remembers seeing, as a bareheaded Dief addressed a 
crowd in the ram m Penticton in B.C.'s Okanagan Valiev 

I Hewas 1S llSt £ nerS delibera tely closing their umbrellas. 

He was our fust and only grass-roots leader. Stanfield never 
had grass roots—and didn't know how to spell it Clark sin- 

neve^aWe to C d ^ ^ f ° r grass roots > bu t he was 

never able to demonstrate it. Mulroney, for all his supposed 

STrecen TnwT' h the , neaK!st <he grass roots 

In the end John Diefenbaker became the victim of his 
own oratorical gifts, the hired mouthpiece of the courtroom 
who treated the populace as a jury that could be conned and 
swayed He was as Tommy Douglas put it, a "larynx thinker 
visceral m this thinking." He had to think out fomTwith his 
voice, to get the effect and the reaction. 

thi J* ?! end ' f* ^ aS destr °yed by his inability to do any¬ 
thing but speak. The quintessential scheming Grit Jack 
lckeregdi, who made a dining-out profession of debunking 
efenbakei; maintained that Dief believed that when he said 

had d ° n A ? ThUS dUfing the Diefe nbaker re- 
gme Canadians saved themselves by building fallout shel- 

Sks" eratmS ^ Ukraine aQd " getting to ^ h with the 

of nSfS 38 31561801131 hobby ' loved to track down some 
„ Id f exaggeratl ons and extensive liberties with 
the truth. His favourite is the tale of how Diefenbaker, always 



seeking aplace for “Sted NaXns^San Francisco 

founding conference desperately wanted a me¬ 
in 1945. The way Dref old*, hede^ ^ a cigar . 

mento of the occasion an Sm uts, who was 



prime minister of South were at his 
statesmen at the tune. ^ s furtively retrieved the trea- 
best when he dcscM^J^ om \ he tv cameras, 
sure, trying to hide his scavenging that ^ 1945 there 

Pickersgdl, chortluy m & ,? ^ Smuts didn ' t smoke, 

was no television. And Jan Chr die decision- 

Diefenbaker was brought o ' ldd ' tbat be was un- 

of. But that same 



Central Canada hel f d to ^ atemp t 

sentments with its Fortress O wealth. Diefenbaker 

for the hinterland that sm ““* d ts 7nd suspicions toward 
was the product of JUtty. He rep- 

Wonal feeling, he was assaulting 

the M»n"To"sihly 

=^S»^SeCh?ef.Asp^ 


ofThepartybaldbeyondhisWenn^.^^^^ 

idea of a leadership reviewJ5 Sed in difence of the belea- 
decrying the monster he had created, in 

guered Joe Clark). (ls camp eventually publishes 

No one will ever know (unless P l t m e m oirs, 

. ,_^mised second volume ot ms ck&u 


the long-promiocvx w hether he iancieu rmn- 

Gentlemen, Players and ^ d his brain be- 

self as the deemed too es^ 

fore the voters. The latter comm , Bron swtck 

teric. He relegated hunself, with grace ed 
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fc”ou^Ze^“r g fM,ty 5* h * cheerleader's 
rection at the next. Quebec's Leorlftl^ lur f d int0 hisur- 
Senator Wally McCutcheon were Bay Street ' s 

Dief's walk to the plank (Mcrn/? ° f the Crew Pluming 
George Nowlan usedf d Nova Sco ^l 

Rye was always the Tory drink then^m- 1 * 1 ^ m ° mmg P eriod - 
afford Scotch .) 7 r a reason. You couldn't 

knives. ThttaucusTs by rote' night of the Iong 
Bowell and Tripper, remembered rif Computer Soing back to 
man directing the Boston Pops could d^ 311 ^ ? amP/ hke the 

John Diefenbaker was a tribune ( ° ^ h:om memory. 

gave promise, for a short whil^to 0 ^^ he / eople beca use he 
Stranger, riding out of nowhere ^coSdt/T^ 1 ^ 3 Lone 
and the Rideau Club and Roc.truff d ? d , buck Bay Street 
swivel servants. Of course aidedh^V^ the bullet -proof 
defects, he never had a chance to npn^ 0 J m se ^" a PParent 
Ottawa mentality There is nn< .i? netrat f tbe case-hardened 
fence mechanisms as a town t ? tlling so ferocious in its de- 
ried by an unknown quality. eatened b ^ a new idea, car- 

that^a^ed fra Wo lo^ch?dis SelfiSh Centlifu S al f «ces 

uted greatly to his paranoia, HistalTdfk C ?“ try ““rib- 
one suspects, than the nmfp i ^ ^ kc kinder to hirri 

fl. a man who wltld h SUch “«*£ 
that Dief tried to defy 7 1 the power structure 

don^“S~ h o ™ ;h ‘o *e Canadian public, was 

circuit, who basically feel offended Toronto - M °wre a l 
structure can burst onto the nnl,v i someone not of the 
*e distrust felt in Z •“* Cpi “ 

As such he has never been Am * j ° ntano power circuit, 
explained sympathetically. 7 Understood / has never been 

his fadii^years^ov^about^e S c Sneered J the Cbiefin 
enjoying each wave he made His dTT ^ 3 battlesbi P, 
feared—especially within fo c ‘ H S d adIy tongue was still 

slight, nor forgot “ OWn P«* He never forgave a 
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What, sir, is the secret of surviving into one's eighth 
decade? 

"To make a decision, and to leave it behind. Olive taught 
me that: 'Whatever is, is. What is done, is done.' Never hold 
a grudge." 

In fact, as his life demonstrated, he was the world cham¬ 
pion grudge-holder. He never forgot a single one. That, too, is 
human. 

Dief sat in his office one day a few months before his death 
in 1979, in quiet enjoyment of his own notoriety, head shak¬ 
ing with the riveting fascination of a metronome. At eighty- 
two, the famous silver and black rivulets of hair still sprang 
from his forehead like the bolts of lightning in those early 
Duncan Macpherson cartoons, the eyes of evangelical inten¬ 
sity bulging in horror at the onset of a punch line. 

He was the raconteur supreme, slowly rearranging the 
mental furniture, each anecdote sculpted in elaborate sen¬ 
tences, moving sedately toward the denouement — rather 
reminiscent of the forty-nine-year-old Gordie Howe casually, 
carefully, inexorably boring in on goal—holding off interrup¬ 
tions with a cautionary eyebrow, a threatening finger. 

Why, sir, did you feel it necessary to denigrate in the third 
volume of your memoirs so many dead people who can't an¬ 
swer back? 

The wattles shook with suppressed glee. "They have had 
their say. They have given their versions. Now I am having 
mine." 

It was a staggering list of incompetents that he had stum¬ 
bled upon. In the book, Lester Pearson comes out a cheat. 
George Hees a blubbering fool. Wallace McCutcheon an in¬ 
competent turncoat. Douglas Harkness, whose resignation 
was "not of great importance," allegedly needed liquid lubri¬ 
cation before resigning. He is savage to Davie Fulton, fohn 
Robarts is unfaithful. Ged Baldwin is petulant. Even Grattan 
O'Leary somehow comes out a traitor. It is literary necro¬ 
philia. 

He had that incessant mean streak. I remember him in 
his office in the Centre Block, chortling and beckoning his 
acolytes to gather closer while he explained that the elec- 
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tion of Joe Clark was understandable. He delivered the punch 
line with the measured cadence of a Gregorian chant: "This 
is" — chortle, snort — "the International" — chuckle, hoist 
of eyebrows —“Year of the Child!'' His jowls shook with glee, 
his eyes bugging for effect. 

He was a good actor as a politician who turned, eventually, 
into simply an actor. He ended his days in Ottawa as he be¬ 
gan them, the outsider, still searching for a stage. 
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4-The Tin Woodman 



U.1XU. -- 

unkind, to anything. <*hnvp 

so much” 


Robert Stanfield's problem™ 

"twSoa • the “answer" to the prol> 
'“but 

ttasToPosed to be a modern federal PanV- 


i)« reflection, considering^^^"^ving areas 
wealth, his life spent mo r t ^ e ro i e assigned him. 

°4etra U r~r^ « randy <«*" 
bucklers andarnbmous-nm». ^ 

SSybou“"record, which, inthose days, cost 

"“«£& tune he met Stared C^P 'e—s, 

//txtaIi t f-ViriiiP'Vit. at least he's not pretty. non S 
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Stanfield style. Camp said a f customed to the 

in 2000 B.c. and said P 'Look Boh / h °° ked ° nto Stanfi eld 
It's a circle and youput It onaS !?• g( * * *“* idea here, 
say m that slow voice of his 'wJFp * S 3 wheeI '' he Wou ld 
speech about it until I see it Amf' 1 ?\ n0t g ° mg to make a 
to buy it/ That^e ” , ‘ 1 * *“*'not going 

w ?° obsemd - 

zz'Tctz “■- -t^hL^r^ 

nec^oShaSd^S PI ° blemS ' -“inly con- 
premier has ever l£2e nrimT 3 ? ro ™ cW Premier |no 
^ redeem gifts 



when transferred to die national sT” «* ««-« 

bopper-kissing Pierre Tm^r ^ tage . Just w hen the teeny- 
Plazas, came n a S long rre ° f the Sho PpSg 

federal scene life^N 7 ' a f nan grafted onto the 

family affair. ™ Ue. In Nova Scotia, politics was a 

mto a small Nova ScotiatowJhTrt^j' Pne . S * Who moved 
was still a novelty. The priest as h 6 ^ w ^ en Revision 
had the only tv set in town a/ aS ! )ecame Quickly known 
eral men o/t£pa “h Se^CT^ eleCtion tim ^ sew 
after mass one LSy as W S ap P roached Priest 
election night. 7 ' g whether the V could drop by 

until the votesv^ere^w^cedf^h^ Waited impassively 
eighty-seven for the Liberal candidate T ^ omm unity ; 
servative. Instead of be^fovSovld ^ t?^ for the Con - 
lus parishioners sat in sullen silence "But A1 P *f St exp , ected / 
fi-lly -id to his mate, "how can 
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seven Liberals in town, but everyone knows there are only 
forty-five Conservatives." To a man, they turned and stared 
icily at the priest. 

Stanfield came from the kind of old-money background 
where privilege was accepted but not talked about. It required 
that you make a virtue out of being old shoe. He shunned 
limousines. He refused to move into a suite—even if, as hap¬ 
pened one night in Montreal in 1972, his hotel accidentally 
booked him into a single room with an unorthodox bed that 
folded into the wall. "I had this horrible premonition," con¬ 
fessed a Stanfield functionary, "that I would come in in the 
morning and find no Stanfield — just a tangle of arms and 
legs sticking out of the wall." 

Luck never followed him. In 1958 he went to England and 
met the Queen. Since it was spring, he travelled to one of the 
great sporting events of that funny little country, the Epsom 
Derby. (Chesterton said the average Englishman was not so 
much upset about the inequality among men as the inequal¬ 
ity among horses.) He decided to put a small wager on a dark- 
horse, Hard Ridden. Before he could get the bet down, he was 
call ed away to the telephone and missed the post call. Hard 
Ridden won the Derby, at 18-1. 

He would never complain. He accepted life. Because he 
was such a correct product of a taciturn society, he seemed 
cool and uncommunicative to those under him. He was re¬ 
spected, but not admired or loved. Members of his staff found 
bim frustrating to work for, and were forever waiting for deci¬ 
sions that seldom came. In 1968, facing the challenge of the 
trendy Trudeau, a bright twenty-two-year-old recruit from 
Western Canada in the Stanfield office presented him with a 
proposal for youth involvement in the coming election. It 
sat for a year on Stanfield's desk. 

"RLS," says one former staffer who loved him but de¬ 
spaired of him, "was so aloof that people felt uneasy around 
him, but he was so decent he came to be regarded highly for 
that quality." It is not a quality that generally leads to election. 
He was the Calvin Coolidge of Canadian politics, rationing 
words like gumdrops. ("I just bet my companions I could make 
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you say more than two words," gushed a woman who rushed 
up to Silent Cal at a cocktail party, "You lose," he replied.) 

Stanfield, in fact, was Camp's second choice as the man 
to replace Diefenbaker. Convinced that Stanfield meant it 
when he said that he "would rather go ski-jumping" than 
move to the Ottawa scene, Camp went after Manitoba pre¬ 
mier Duff Roblin. 

Roblin, terrified at having his Western C anadian support 
eroded by the thought of being associated with the man who 
had brought down the Praine ikon figure of Diefenbaker, shied 
away. Camp, frustrated, then convinced Stanfield it was his 
patriotic "duty" to rescue the party. Stanfield, his integrity 
being questioned, gave in. Roblin, once rid of Camp, then 
came in the race too late with too little. This is the way the 
Tory world moves—to a strange beat. 

Unaccustomed to life in the fast lane of Central Canada, 
Stanfield became the captive of the Eddie Goodmans, the Dal¬ 
ton Camps, the Norm Atkins. They were the masters of 
Toronto's own brand of slick, and this humpbacked, dark- 
suited, halting-voiced gentleman from the old school, an old 
province, with old money, was betwixt and between, resem¬ 
bling a man playing at Wimbledon in long whites, continu¬ 
ously being caught on the wrong foot. 

Robert Stanfield did not enter a room. He oozed into it 
and sometime after the event you became aware of him. In 
public appearances he always reminded me of Carl Sandburg's 
The fog comes/On little cat feet/It sits looking/Over the 
harbour and city/On silent haunches/And then moves on. 

1 talked with him one day in his Ottawa office and he was 
actually doodling, the most vigorous action I'd seen from him 
since he ate the banana. By the final weeks of the 1974 cam- 
paign, the word was that Tory strategists were contemplat¬ 
ing surrounding Mr. Stanfield with an electric-eye detector 
so that for the remaining interval until the election no one 
would be allowed to hand him a funny hat, foot-long hot dog, 
baseball bat or Frisbee. If they did, the detector would make 
the object in question fall to the ground, where one of his 
aides would stamp it to death. 
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The packaging of this lumpnih 
, rV since the public comprehension of him was oai 
3 rk V Sm ^ ZtL Trudeau captured all eyes and he 


„_,didnot 

Stanfield home m Halif , of course , have been 

1968 election. Stanfield and th pallbearers — Finlay 

buried under Trudeaumant^d Wbe«ers^^ 

The gloomis k edg ?jVf .r p Bav Street corporation lawyer, 

Suddenly-fas,Mteto ^^^Uners ;ook at 

"rs^r^tS’tctacl. when his motor is revved 

UP ' "I've got it!" an excited Goodman exclaims. "We 

h will sweep 

the rSd entourage gazes puzzled at the anucs of Past 
Eddie, who by now is dancing wi* excttement. Here ^ 

to nS"“S^ 1S S^S^ughs so hard she falls off her 

chair into a rose bush. c Vtnn1d know about Bob 

sJS.XrUh^y-m^ver^ 

because of his dullness), a t croup was Jack 

fame, who is instant showbiz m any garnering 

Pe mbster is a “ “^ZtWh^yl 

SMO.Wayear (whira chauffe^ raMntem _ espec ially of 

/it-in 
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tales andlus^moum^aJlTstear H \ WaS int0 one o{ his 
skewered him “ d ***, 

tance. There was a large hiss as the . We * 5ster s self-impor- 
He wound himself up for a second ° f Webster - 

Just before the punch line came an , Z 111 ® and launched forth, 
was another loud hiss of air A ^? otber Stanfield shaft. There 
himself up. A thrrd eL ^ mdst deT Websttr 
line punctured him completely The i d ^ Pf cis e Stanfield 
politics' worst conXnicator^ f'^ ® 015 Stanfie H 
toughest talker in journalism destroyed the 

was delightful. ’ 1 sucb c3os e company he 

the public neverTLre^ dfe^th? about wh ich 

Press gallery annual dinner P arIla mentary 

Stanfield's LlW c h W the f he was the ^ 

shadowed Trudeau's His self dem?^^ com P leteI y over- 
iog too fast for you?" aSo^SS Wlt ^ I speak- 
chosen insults made Trudeau^nnde ? ne ' lu ^ ers 311(3 Perfectly 
script, sound like a Roterian' d ^ readm S bis gag-filled 

*4£!5SSS!±;‘?S, i g*S l ”“ 
sirs zszzs? mstks 

men—and Doug Ball." The dare 1 ^ aan ' 3ac3ies and gentle- 
of magnificent self-deprecation 3X1 

tographer who took that famous ram ° US B ? W3S tbe p3l °' 
fumbling a football a devastating r pai ^ n s3lot °f Stanfield 

ited with encouraging his deS ^f° ^ cred ' 
over the selective waf newsnanr ^ are , Tories sti33 bitter 

Ball had supplied Canadian Pre^Sfd ^ 16 'j“ Ce 
photo) with other shots nf «, o • • , cb dls tnbuted the 

catching and passing the footbdfoTt' S . m8 ! y 1 f aceful Stanfield 

Self 8 ' bU ‘ ^ StaniWd .he 
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tally chopped him into tiny pieces and then toyed with the 

andasstLedheW 


Stanfield boarded his lumoemis re . 

Ontario, to^fl^V^HeCl^eted forty thousand 

fomS^Ass-sadewMle 
plic went ga-ga over this nch, *xy bache- 

101 Whde "reporters Hied their Us, atories Stanfidd ^d 
i i c Onre aloft he marched into the press 

asfo^ded^rdeli^ed at the passion of aWield they 

Si -tempt. 

rd 3 ra M C^rS S Sa,e-except he 

of The Oaks, her husband fell flat on hrs face at h j - 
"That's the last thing the country needs, she cracked 

=*s3£SSSa33£ 

was ^nothing in her eye, as 

S,e S SfhivI foyf hm 

’StTeteS^ctt^h S ^dec^dto' take a 



a future eWh^ bTu^o"^' th f. " he *»U «k 

ssK:S r ^*““ 

was killed macLcrShH™/ 3 ^ His «* wile 

man^who - 

up behind his back after the^ 07^ * hlS party carvin g him 
"wasted" too much of S ? * ' CCtion defeat because he 
language. ° f hlS tUne leamhl S Canada's other 

married again ^^arfen^ilf Ottaw^h Iimeli ^ ht/ ha PP n Y 
of his dignity to get Toe Clarke r v- 3/ be was lagged out 
ing as th7SSwoXo° Ut ° f the &e by P° s - 
Jerusalem embassy fiasco The a xbaustlve study" of the 
waited barely twenty-four hours afterbe^swomuft 3 ^ had 
his boot into his mandibles and boast She wLd P ^ 
move the Canadian embassv fm m -im * • , wouId mde ed 
resulting fallout from bustosTnd d^ * Jemsalem - ^ 
the Clarkians reeliu* on theuheek w^^ 

to ' Ts£^ «— 

stsup - 

“ ^ ^k flackf^T “ 
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do the study that any six-yeat-old could have done in ten 
“ISeldhad intended to 

npw backyard asparagus crop in toney RocKcmrei * 
gious calendar issued to all warned him not to 

353s~£SS35“& 

among themselves as RLS ) wasaaece who has 

along at the '2“ a Si^,bibulousOuldGreenSod 
tadte ’’Z, culled him "the most liberal, humane, and cm- 

wtote of the 197, 

Stanfield that he was 

in many ways a more interesting politician than 
TrudeaZ He bristles with paradox. He invokes tm 

in an aee that prefers excitement and acceleratio . 

is humble and we consider humility to e em 
ing He is diffident and that quality, m this political 
decade is catastrophic.... Stanfield has failed the 
nubhc. 7 simply by being what he is - an msuperably 
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£££££“ Wh ° h °' dS “ to which reticence 

The Tories, as tl^"h Sr “m 
get in sync with the this.SS?f “ eVer really 
who liked to walk to wort ele . c j e . d f dour patrician, 

with old-fashioned manners° ld ' fashioned Province 
dashing bachelor who drove a MerceSS* 0 S ° U ? againSt a 
his head at parties 1 the Model T on enz and s * ood °o 
ear. The pa£ ^ “ P ^ "" *»» 

bere/ta 19«8wMe a blSfre™ Yf “ 80me,hin «*w, dob- 

pany was 

vertising masters of Toronto mwth^me fc ! rward by the ad- 
genic modem politics - where teeth YSh deSS “ aW ° f tele ' 

doo^rc:^ w s^ for “r u= - s * 

talked while MPs hurried home We tXdtS'S^ 

rhCs io He h L7r t ^ S“ d 

ing as ^'eav- 

no recriminations, no regrets no Jm5f • f ^ lea ve-takmg, 
on a nice night who enjfyed talking. ^ ,USt 3 ““ ““ 

fits, which Wa's'^tten'hv th** ^““g a movie, The Mis- 

whose wife, Marilyn MonL, wSiT^t^" ^“r 

wlf S a r f npl f g' v en to Gable, Miller wrote- "To th?^ ° f 
who did not know how to hate" T th man 

age^i°^"^tophfor R ohertStenfie,d, 
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Scarecrow 


“I don’t mind my legs and arms and body being 
stuffed, because I cannot get hurt. If anyone treads 
on my toes or sticks a pin into me, it doesn’t matter, 
for I can’t feel it. But I do not want people to call me 
a fool, and if my head stays stuffed with straw 
instead of with brains.. .. how am I to know 
anything1” 


"If you're given a lemon, you make lemonade." — Saskatche¬ 
wan Premier Grant Devine, explaining why he was support¬ 
ing foe Clark in the 1983 leadership c ampaign. 

The Progressive Conservative caucus—with wives and girl¬ 
friends, assorted mistresses and covivants, plus the invited 
press and party functionaries—had its 1982 Christmas party 
in the ornate confines of Room 200 in the West Block on Par¬ 
liament Hill. 

I was standing over a drink, exchanging lies with Val Sears 
of the Toronto Star, when Joe Clark joined us, mainly, one 
surmised, because of the recent uncommonly favourable 
pieces Sears had penned after following Clark on a solo swing 
through Western Canada. They seemed quite pleased with 
one another. 

Clark was scheduled to lead the Christmas carols later in 
the evening, and Sears said, in his tone of Anglican High 
Church hauteur for which he is celebrated, "I trust you're 
going to sing 'O Come All Ye Faithful.' I hope so, because I've 
already filed my piece indicating that you did so." This, of 
course, was only a month before the Winnipeg leadership re- 




view tra uma , and Clark's ability to rally his flock was in some 
question. 

Somewhat to my astonishment, but eventually my resig¬ 
nation, Joe Clark, when the carol singing came, obliged scribe 
Sears by s inging "O Come All Ye Faithful." 

Therein lies the fatal weakness of Joe Clark: wanting to 
please, not his own man, able to be swayed, looking for the 
short advantage. A stronger man, a more resolute leader, 
would have nodded, then scratched out in his mind any 
thought of singing the requested song and moved on. Sears 
would never have dared make such a request to a Trudeau. 
Joe Clark was not a leader, but a supplicant wanting applause. 

When he was elected leader in February 1976, he waited 
un til the third day of the Commons sitting before entering 
the House. After a round of welcoming speeches, he chose to 
reply to a remark by Ed Broadbent, saying that the NDP leader 7 s 
"problems of internal disunity may continue; ours, of course, 
are over." 

It was a magnifi cent debut of the lack of judgement that 
followed Clark through his short nin e months in power and 
— eventually—led him to the preposterous Winnipeg deci¬ 
sion in 1983 that 66.9 per cent of party support was not enough 
and that he must arrange his own funeral. 

The first day in the Commons after being elected prime 
minister in 1979, rising to the right of the Speaker for the 
first time, a nervous Clark called Trudeau "Prime Minister." 
He had already made worse errors. In pseudo-macho style, 
he refused to give even one of the Dief veterans a token 
min or cabinet role and thereby earned their enmity forever. 

Clark, running a new government that desperately needed 
the urban vote, shut out of the inner cabinet David Crombie, 
who had only been the most popular mayor in the history of 
Toronto, the largest city in the country, and who now con¬ 
trolled the largest budget, health and welfare, in cabinet. He 
gave the responsibility for Toronto organization (that is, 
patronage) to a minor-league loyalist, Ron Atkey, rather than 
Crombie. 
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On June 11,1983, asked if his man would go to Clark after 
the first ballot, an aide to Crombie—the least vindictive man 
in Canada —said, "He'd rather put a .45 in his mouth." As 
might have been expected, a hopelessly outgunned Crombie, 
with only 116 votes, did not drop out after the first ballot but 
stayed on, thus preserving John Crosbie for another crucial 
ballot — and then going to Crosbie, who went to Mulroney. 
Bad, bad judgement has long consequences. 

Another Prairie boy, Otto Lang, a Rhodes Scholar who 
sat opposite Clark as Trudeau's justice minister and trans¬ 
port minister before being swallowed by the anti-Liberal taste 
of Western Canada, always said that Joe Clark could never 
give a rationale for being prime minister other than that he 
wanted the job. 

There was a reason, at the time, for Lester Pearson's be¬ 
coming prime minister. There certainly was a reason, given 
the mood of the nation, for John Diefenbaker's being ac¬ 
claimed prime minister. There was, obvious to all in the heady 
post-Expo euphoria, a clear reason for Pierre Trudeau in 1968. 

As Lang points out, Clark became leader—and then prime 
minister—by default. (Joe Clark was the last to come to promi¬ 
nence of the group with whom he attended university. The 
University of Alberta mock parliament of Clark's era also 
produced Liberal leader Jim Coutts, who still has Trudeau's 
ear. Grant Notley, now the Alberta ndp leader; Bob Clark 
and Ray Speaker, later Alberta's Social Credit leader and 
deputy; Jim Foster, later the Alberta attorney general; Lou 
Hyndman, heir-apparent to Premier Peter Lougheed; Peter 
Hyndman, later a B.C. Socred cabinet minister. Then came 
the lowly Clark. His late rise explains why the Coutts-inspired 
Grits in Ottawa regarded him with such contempt.) 

Although in his first years as leader, Clark was an object 
of fun and derision to the press wits of the realm, his Gallup 
standing simply eased on up. The response of the public was 
a resigned and futile shrug. He inspired no real warmth or 
enthusiasm, but he became the sixteenth prime minister of 
Canada because the electorate could not bear the Liberals. 
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Awkwardness succeeded. It is the age of the anti-hero. Woody 
Allen crossed with ferry Ford stumbled toward the peak. 

Blair Williams, a Montreal professor who was national 
director of the Liberal Party, has pointed out that politicians 
who lack a “place 77 outside politics do not tend to move with 
self-assurance, nor are likely to make sacrifices when it threat¬ 
ens their political vocation. “Too often they need the job, 
and because they need it they are captives, not leaders." Clark 
wanted the job "because it is his life; it is an essential part of 
his persona; it sustains him in society; he has nothing else to 
fall back on/' 

There is a wispy quality to foe Clark. You try to take hold 
of the image, the personage, and he is elusive. There is noth¬ 
ing you can pin down, wrestle to earth, analyze, dissect, ex¬ 
amine or massage, foe Clark flits just out of reach; just about 
as puzzling and unknown as he was when he came from no¬ 
where to assume the Tory crown from that other personality, 
Robert Lome Stanfield. 

Clark has a singular talent for circling around any spe¬ 
cific subject, somewhat like a dog approaching a strange bush, 
so as to sniff out its exact centre and plumb it, explain it, 
smother and waffle it to death. His caution exhausts the 
listener until the audience falls, grateful, upon the slightest 
turgid conclusion, content at least in the knowledge that 
the chase is over. 

He comes across as reasonable, polite, but roundabout, 
verbose, careful to block every possible semantic exit lest 
some errant thought escape into the void. It is a style under¬ 
standable in a man who as a grade 11 student won a Rotary 
Club oratorical prize that sent him from High River to 
Ottawa just in time to witness fohn Diefenbaker in the 
triumph of the 1956 pipeline debate. To an eager high-school 
debator from Alberta, the rotund elaborations of the prophet 
from Prince Albert were an obvious influence. 

It accounts for the curiously old-fashioned profundities 
of this forty-four-year-old who seems senile beyond his time. 
There are embellishments, flourishes, rococo clauses and or- 
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namental bit-ends until the listener feels in need of a Black 
and Decker buzz saw to attack a Hampton Court maze of 
verbiage in vain search for a few nuggets of sense. 

His elaborate, antiquated speaking maimer and vocabu¬ 
lary perhaps are a guise to cover his physical awkwardness. 
He is an uncoordinated mechano doll out of some child's play 
kit, arms in no synchronization with the body, the long fingers 
of a Van Clibum incessantly twitching, flexing, rubbing the 
lips, searching for some unseen solace. Those long spindly 
hands flit about nervously, pressing one another, flying to the 
pockets, fitfully tapping the table or whatever is available. 
One always suspected his aides wished he would take up 
smoking, just as Rene Levesque's supporters try to hide his 
habit. 

Clark is left-handed, each movement at the head table 
emphasizing how much out of rhythm he is with the physi¬ 
cal world where others can jump mud puddles, tie reef knots, 
swim and stroll with ease. Everything seems out of sync when 
he walks, his arms swinging to the beat of a different drum¬ 
mer, the wrists and hands only vaguely connected to them. 
He is one of those rare people who does not appear comfort¬ 
able walking. You want to shove a chair at him to put him 
out of his agony. 

All this physical awkwardness has nothing to do with the 
ability to govern, but it obviously affected his ability to at¬ 
tract the voters—and to reassure the troubled Tory delegates 
who began their agonizing reappraisals almost on the day they 
anointed him. Mackenzie King could never have ruled in the 
age of television. 

Clark never really appears at ease in public,- once he senses 
the cameras are on him, he freezes even more and tends to 
bump into things, like bayonets. A Jerry Ford image, once 
acquired in the press public/mind, is a difficult albatross to 
shake. 

He is defensive about his failures in life. At the Winnipeg 
gathering in January 1983 he appeared truly rattled whdn a 
youth delegate heckler shouted, "Can you do it for real, Joe?" 
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Clark shot back: "What have you done for real? I once won 
the office of prime minister." The youth came back: "I got 
through law school." Clark snapped that "Possession of a law 
degree doesn't mean you possess any good judgement, uh, 
necessarily." 

Beside him, the face of his wife was frozen in a nervous 
grin. Maureen McTeer graduated as a lawyer, but doesn't 
practice. 

Clark, on another occasion, showed his wry side when 
he said, "I wanted to be a lawyer, until I married one." 

There are, if you must know, three Joe Clarks. The public 
was never allowed to discover it, but there are three tbir> m en 
thrashing around inside that elongated blue suit, tripping over 
one another, bumping into opposing personae, jealously fight¬ 
ing for a bigger piece of the action. The man who was briefly 
prime minister of Canada, the hiccup of history, is a house 
divided unto itself, a schizophrenic melange, an intellectual 
scrambled egg. 

There is, first of all, the Joe Clark called Bravado. This is 
the Joe Clark who defiantly announces, at a press conference 
within twenty-four horns of taking office, that of course he 
will be moving the Canadian embassy in Israel from Tel Aviv 
to Jerusalem, and that he is serving notice to the civil service 
and diplomats that he didn't need their advice, and so there, 
take that. 

He could read. He knew that Larry Zolf had dubbed him 
the Man from Insipid. He knew that the press that trailed 
him on his world tour (celebrated in song, skit and anecdotes 
that last to dawn) regarded his conduct in foreign climes as 
gauche and embarrassing. The Jerusalem ploy was the an¬ 
swer to the taunts: he would make a bold foreign initiative, a 
slap in the face to those who claimed he was lost in the world 
beyond High River. 

This was the Joe Clark from Bravado, a man who was later 
made to pay the price, despatching Stanfield to become the 
battered bean bag of the Middle East. It's one form of his per¬ 
sonality that bursts forth, then retreats, rather regretful that 
it was allowed out of the tent. 
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Bravado, naturally, requires that the owner demonstrate 
a certain amount of overkill. It should be remembered, 
therefore, before we leave this portion of the scrambled ego, 
that while at university Joe Clark met regularly with a group 
of pals for those usual college bantering and whither-the- 
world sessions. It was Joe's habit to arrive each time with a 
new word that none of the others had ever heard of. Another 
small clue to his personality. (Fans of the tortured English 
language will understand, therefore, the man's liking for 
such atrocities as "privatization" and "specificity.") 

Just as Pierre Trudeau in his youth was a brilliant loner, 
Joe Clark was an industrious busybody. There was the time 
he came home from school telling his mother he had the 
choice of six essay topics. He sat down and did all six. hi 1957, 
there was Osgoode Hall law student Ted Rogers — now the 
Toronto cable TV king — as leader of the Tory student 
federation. On a trip to Edmonton, he mentioned to a fresh¬ 
man named Clark the need for a national campaign pamphlet 
for students. A week later Clark had a draft on Rogers' To¬ 
ronto desk—so meticulous that it went untouched to press 
and ten thousand copies went to campuses across the land. 

There was the weekend he came home from university 
and, aflame with youthful political passion, got on the phone 
to his Tory contacts around the country. When his parents 
eventually got the bill, it amounted to $185. They quietly 
paid it, their bow to the awkward boy who wasn't outstanding, 
flubbed law school and never seemed to have attracted a sin¬ 
gle girl until he married his researcher, Maureen McTeer. 

The second Joe Clark, fighting the first, is the Joe Clark 
from Cautious. This man really is a conservative; he likes to 
make haste slowly (interrupted only by those aberrant bursts 
of bravado to prove that he is not cautious). 

It was the Clark from Cautious who immediately after 
he became PM task-forced the country to death. Of course 
we're going to junk Petrocan was the campaign pledge and 
the post-election assertion. But wait. First, a task force, com¬ 
posed of raging capitalists from the private sector and includ¬ 
ing no member representing the public, should investigate 
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the possibility and be stuck with the responsibility for priva¬ 
tization, if necessary, but not necessarily privatization. 

Poor Stanfield is to investigate Jerusalem in hopes that it 
will go away. Mortgage interest deductibility? Well, we're 
sticking by the pledge but we just haven't decided all the de¬ 
tails about a project that will help those who don't need help 
and hurt those who do. 

The cautious foe Clark put Lowell Murray into the Sen¬ 
ate as a way of correcting a mistake made by the foe Clark 
from Bravado—the appointment to the same chamber of the 
brash Robert de Cotret. Since it became apparent that de 
Cotret was in danger of being eaten for breakfast by the long- 
slumbering Liberal economic cadre in the upper house, the 
calm Murray was the life preserver for the callow and impet¬ 
uous de Cotret. Caution always follows bravado, an instinct 
that marked Clark's whole life in politics. 

The first one hundred days of his 1979 government? Jour¬ 
nalism reverberated with comparisons to the first days of Ken¬ 
nedy and Pearson, not to mention Roosevelt. The cautious 
foe Clark, from a cautious small town, instead shut down 
the country, cooling its temperature, adjusting it to his cau¬ 
tious style, refusing the entreaties to call Parliament. 

In response to the red-fanged cries of Conservatives across 
the land, demanding an instant blood-letting among the 
bloated Liberal patronage appointments, Clark hummed and 
waited. The fashionable bars of the Dominion were awash 
with the obscenities of young Tory lawyers awaiting their 
chance to dip their blue noses into the trough so long reserved 
for their Grit drinking companions. Caution prevailed — 
until it was too late. 

Intruding on those two warring elements within the same 
bosom is the most secret Joe Clark, the private one. Clark is, 
like Stanfield, an entirely different person when relaxed. Pub¬ 
lic appearances, rather than bringing out the shine of a Tru¬ 
deau or a Kennedy (a Howard Pawley?), seem to mystify and 
perplex Clark, rendering him even more a wind-up man and 
eliciting the arch chuckle that echoes in the rain barrel of 
insincerity. 
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In private, when he trusts himself to lower his guard (Clark 
tOWard the press of 311 ex-junior re¬ 
verses ^n°nl!i qU T h)/ hC ^ 3 ^ ^ Wit that 
verges on old-press-club cynicism. In public, he is stiff. 

tCT?h't S ° C f Ua 3X16 Sla ?? ing 10 public > is hard to break 
nrough to if not nnpossible—in private sessions, and his 
sense of humour is meagre. 

TO"?™ night ' ° n , a campaign > et ' 1 went forward from the 
^ 66US press fttle-car section in the rear (the Francophone 

A™wf' aS alWayS/ stan ding in song, in great spirits,- the 
Anglophone segment, as always, seated, drinking and bitch- 
mg) to chat with Clark, he clad in his yellow cardigan that 

we called his Perry Como sweater, no one having seen such a 
specimen for years. 

We sat and nattered and I asked him whether the inces- 
sant Parliament Hill denigration of his supposed defects did 

ZSZtTi Weren't there some days'*! said, wC he 
looked m the shaving mirror in the morning and wondered 
whether it was all worthwhile? wonuerea 

"Sure," he said. "It hurt. A lot of it hurt" 

" J?j l °S d al me ' evenly honestly but without rancour. 

borne _of the things you've written have hurt. Don't kid 
yourself/' He's a remarkably self-composed man ta priva e 
- which no one in public would ever guess 

Cla*s to liS^ r r t,en :' evidence of ^ tot two 
Clarks but little if any of the latter. He knew vaguely where 

get There —a T® ^/^ghtly confused about how to 

® 3nd which one of him was going. 

The result of all this was that the Tories got not a leader 
yelr sta S e ' mana § e d for seven painful 

nrove L? i ^ dlSgUiSC and passed off as leader. To im¬ 
prove his television manner, the handlers sent him to a To¬ 
ronto hair stylist who determined he had been ^ 
hair on the wrong side all his life. Brilliant politics!The par£ 
tried to make him, like Stanfield, into something he never 
was. In the Wizard of Oz, the farmer says, "This fellow will 
seme the crows fast enough. He looks just like a man." 
nis newspaperman always watched foe Clark with 
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puzzlement. Did he get any fan out of life? He once said, I ve 
spent fifteen years of my life in meetings." Therein may lie 
the problem. You don't leam about life in meetings. 

Don Macdonald once ruled himself out of an earlier Lib¬ 
eral leadership sweepstakes because, he claimed, he didn t 
have "the royal jelly." Did Joe Clark ever really have the royal 
jelly? Or was it force-fed into his carcass by those around mm 
who saw the prize so close and yet so fragile, so obtainable 
yet so susceptible? He may have been done in by those mound 
him whose personal goals surpassed his own gifts. Ambition 
without talent is a terrible thing. 
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6 Off to See the Wizard 

"The road, is straight to the South.. .but it is said 
to be full of dangers to travellers. There are wild beasts 
in the woods, and a race of queer men who do not 
like strangers to cross their country. 

"As for the Scarecrow, having no brains, he 
walked straight ahead, and so stepped into holes and 
fell at full length on the hard bricks. It didn’t hurt 
him, however, and Dorothy would pick him up and 
set him upon his feet again.” 


There is a flourishing little cottage industry in Ottawa. It is 
based on Joe Clark's famous around-the-world-in-80-daze tour 

1979. The lesser part of the industry is composed of the 
few journalists who were actually on the trip—and who meet 
for a commemorative lunch each January 18 (the one who 
first exhausts his stone of memorable Clark travel quotes 
must pick up the bill). 

The larger part of the industry is made up of an amazing 
number of people who have become great experts on the tour, 
not hampered at all by the fact that they missed the trip. One 
columnist for a terribly serious Toronto paper has appointed 
himself an absolute authority on the subject and, in his de 
fence of Clark, has created a new myth: the myth that Clark 
was an innocent on the trip and the image he manufa ctured 
for himself was somehow all someone else's creation. 

It is about time that someone who actually was aboard 
that ill-fated starship, meaning Dr. Foth, did a little autopsy 
and a little exp laining 

I am aided by a non-participant who has become the world 
expert on the tour. He is a bright and industrious young man 
by the name of Chris Staples, a Carleton University student 
who, for his honours research project for Journalism 498, bad 


61 




the ingenious idea of investigating the controversial press cov¬ 
erage of the world tour. He interviewed everyone — all the 
reporters, all of Clark's staff, the travel agents who choreo¬ 
graphed the disaster, even the soldier who held the bayonet 
that Clark, in his ambulatory adventures, had so much 
trouble with. He has produced a thick tome, an excellent 
piece of work. His thesis is entitled Lost Bags and Bayonets 
and is a very entertaining and informative work. 

There are those who think that what emerged from that 
tour cost Joe Clark a majority government in the election 
that came four months later in 1979—a majority that would 
have allowed John Crosbie's "bood-jet" (budget) to pass un¬ 
impeded and would have allowed Clark to continue as prime 
minister who-knows-for-how-long rather than becoming, as 
now, a footnote in the history books. 

At the time the world tour was announced, your blush¬ 
ing agent had been predicting—and urging—for some time, 
in newspaper and magazine columns, on radio and TV, soap¬ 
boxes and wherever else I could find a trapped listener, that 
Clark would and should be the next prime minister. The sated 
twits who drove the stale Liberal machine obviously needed 
a spell in Opposition to cleanse themselves. 

My publisher at the time, Clark Davey of the Vancouver 
Sun, was of the Conservative persuasion and agreed that ob¬ 
serving Clark at first hand on a world tour would be a good 
test of whether a prime-minister-to-be could stand up to the 
pressures and scrutiny of a full election campaign. The idea 
came from Ted Bolwell, one of the finest newspapermen in 
the country, who was editorial director of the FP chain of pa¬ 
pers which then owned the Sun. The paper was strike-bound 
but Bolwell assigned me to file despatches to all the FP papers, 
stretching from Montreal to Victoria. 

The first inclination of the boy-scout nature of what was 
to follow came when I received the itinerary mailed by the 
Clark office in December 1978. It indicated that they couldn't 
spell ("embasy," "sittuated," "specailty") and were obviously 
unfamiliar with Italy's state airline — "Ali-talia." Maureen 
McTeer was a spouse and "lawyers"; Jeffrey Lyons was a To- 
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ronto "lawyer"; Canadian Press, the best-known news orga¬ 
nization in the country, was "Canadian News." 

More incredible was the schedule that was Mission Im¬ 
possible at a mere glance. The Clarkians had planned only a 
fourteen-hour connection between Japan and India—(Tokyo 
to Manila to Bangkok to New Delhi) that hinged on a sixty- 
five-minute change of airlines in Bangkok. Sixty-five min¬ 
utes to move two dozen bodies, thirty-six pieces of baggage, 
TV equipment and assorted flotsam and jetsam? This was the 
future government? I smacked my furrowed forehead in 
amazement. 

The 1979 world tour was the brainchild, ironically enough, 
of Doug Roche, the sensitive, thoughtful Edmonton MP who 
is an internationalist, a far cut above the standard slash-and- 
bluster Prairie Tories who flail away at pillows from the Tory 
backbench during Question Period. After a 1978 trip to Asia 
and the Middle East, Roche, as Clark's external affairs critic, 
recommended that the inexperienced Clark embark on an 
extensive international "fact-finding" trip, including Jordan 
as a "window" into Middle East problems, and India as a leader 
of the Third World. It was, as Chris Staples puts it, "another 
chapter in the education of Joe Clark." 

In June 1976 Clark had visited Washington on his first 
foreign trip as leader. "The ambassador to the United States," 
recalls senior advisor Jim Gillies, "threw a fancy luncheon 
at the Jockey Club and it was quite clear that it was all strange 
for Joe." This trip was followed that fall by a seventeen-day 
tour of six European capitals. 

The logistics were "a disaster," remembers Doug Small, 
the effervescent chief of Global TV's Ottawa bureau, who cov¬ 
ered the European tour for Canadian Press. Reporters, sympa¬ 
thetic to the greenness of the new young leader, were often 
left carrying the luggage of Clark and aide Ian Green. Green 
was the advance man for the European tour—and the world 
trip three years later. 

Ian Green was a long drink of water, with a fey smile, a 
young man who gave the appearance of being the second ju¬ 
venile lead in a Noel Coward play. He was well-bred, polite. 
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but condescending, always giving the impression that he was 
slightly above this band of fumbling opportunists who had 
come into fortune through a lottery, rather than tme 
inheritance. 

The idea for the world tour was to present Clark—luxur¬ 
iating in ten October 1978 by-election victories and a ten- 
point lead in the Gallup—as a competent world statesman, 
since Canada obviously viewed him as the PM-to-be. Tory poll¬ 
ster Allan Gregg, he of the mixmaster hair, says the tour's 
original purpose, to educate foe Clark, became secondary to 
an image-making goal. "It was a beauty contest. They were 
there to have their pictures taken. Anyone who says differ¬ 
ently, I think, is lying." 

Bob Lewis, now managing editor of Maclean's, remem¬ 
bers how at pre-tour briefings Clark's chief-of-staff Bill Nev¬ 
ille made a "big deal" of the fact they had the prime minis¬ 
ters of Japan and India lined up to meet Canada's next prime 
minister. Small recalls, "It was pompous beyond belief." 

Ian Green, now disappeared into the safety of a govern¬ 
ment job, says, "We knew full well there was no substance 
to the trip. We finally decided that we couldn't keep the press 
from coming. We'd take the risk and hope for the best." 

The Boy Amateurs, their eyes aglow with perceived power, 
set off into the ozone, fifty-three thousand miles and five coun¬ 
tries in twelve days before them. The Ottawa Citizen, in an 
editorial three days previous, warned: 

The risk for Clark, hardly a seasoned traveller, is not 
in dealing with strange customs in foreign lands but 
with the attention of the Canadian press corps travel¬ 
ing with him.... There will be days when the press, 
intent on filing a report-a-day whether Canada needs 
it or not, will be picking the lint out of Clark's belly 
button to prove to their bosses that this is just not a 
junket.... He'll have to take the bad with the good, 
and it's an even bet that we'll be hearing and reading 
some nit-picking criticisms before he returns to Can¬ 
ada on January 18. 
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Nit-picking? At least four of us, charitable to the core, tried 
to warn the cocky Clarkians about the obvious ambush wait¬ 
ing on the goofy connection between Tokyo and New Delhi. 
In the lo unge at Dorval airport in Montreal, before taking 
off, Don Sellar of Southam News tried unsuccessfully to con¬ 
vince Donald Doyle, Clark's press secretary, that the sixty- 
five-minute connection was too tight. (Air Canada, as with 
all iata members, won't book passengers through Toronto 
airport on an hour's connection, since they can't guarantee 
luggage transfer in that time.) 

Someone said to Doyle, "If you get our bags through Bang¬ 
kok you will not buy another drink around the world." Doyle 
said not to worry. There was an element of super-confidence. 

Donald Doyle, his eyes forever shaded behind smoked 
glasses, was a man in search of a rationale for his role, never 
being able to shield the fact he was a one-time newspaper¬ 
man now trying to con working reporters. His embarrassed 
grin was a working weapon. He always exuded the feeling 
that he knew what he was doing was not entirely respectable. 

Clark had been shipped ahead for a week's holiday in Ha¬ 
waii to ensure that he was rested and calm for the adventure 
ahead. "My image needs no building," he said rather loftily 
on arriving in Tokyo. "I'm not going to win the election 
abroad." 

What was the purpose of this trip? "It's useful to have 
been somewhere." 

Clark has an archness, a self-mocking sense of humour 
that is quite subtle—when seen in private. He has never real¬ 
ized— or bad never then—that when written down in black- 
and-white print it doesn't translate, and comes across as 
sounding, well, dumb. 

The well-rested future prime minister, on his first morn¬ 
ing in Tokyo, toured a park with Canadian Ambassador Bruce 
Rankin—strictly a fake photo opportunity for the tv cameras. 
Gazing at flowers, Clark turned to Rankin and asked, "What 
season is it?" 

It was January. Japan is well into the northern hemisphere. 
Rankin, a raw-boned millionaire who looks like a cross be- 


65 




tween John Wayne and Jack Homer and talks with the blunt¬ 
ness of both, turned and looked at the future pm with the 
look one gives a six-year-old who has just spilled jello on your 
best mg. 

"Winter," said Ambassador Rankin to Mr. Clark. 

(Three days later, on arrival in India, Clark asked a guide 
what season it was. It was still January. The guide, with a 
look in his eyes somewhat similar to that of Ambassador 
Rankin, said, politely, "It's winter." Carol Mclvor, a serious 
CBC radio reporter, felt that Clark's ignorance of geography 
was such that he actually believed we had crossed the equa¬ 
tor and would therefore be in summer. There is no way of 
proving that of course, but I had — from his sense of dis- 
combobulation and unease—the same feeling.) 

There was Clark explaining, after his first meeting with 
the Japanese, that "translators tend to slow the conversation" 

an amazing discovery delivered with the seriousness of 
someone who had just stumbled upon the invention of the 
wheel. Speaking through an interpreter, he found, was "a lit¬ 
tle bit like an arthritic ballet." 

Aides would shuffle nervously, and reporters, on hearing 
lines like this, would look sideways at one another, p uzzling 
silently over the prospect that here was our future prime 
minister missing a beautiful opportunity to keep his mouth 
shut. 

Dr. Foth, beginning to grow twitchy over his prediction 
of deserved death for the Grit regime, filed a piece that led 
off: "Has Joe Clark discovered his own round-the-world foot¬ 
ball?" It went on: "The lack of experience in the Clark entou¬ 
rage will be put to its greatest test in Clark's departure today. 
His office has somehow made travel arrangements via Egypt 
Air that go via Manila before a scheduled one-hour transfer 
in Bangkok on the way to New Delhi, a journey that will 
take fourteen hours. When asked who booked the flight, some 
astute Japanese observers offer that it could be only Prime 
Minister Trudeau." 

The innocents abroad could not be deterred. Egypt Air, 
known fondly in the territory as "Terror Air," had a well- 
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known reputation — well known, that is, to everyone but 
Ottawa's Voyageur Travel, the Tory travel agents, who seemed 
to be familiar only with an airline schedule. Staff at Rankin's 
embassy tried to persuade the Clarkians to make other 
arrangements, futilely. This was, after all, a future PM 
ascendant. 

The Foreign Correspondents Club of Tokyo made such a 
convincing argument about Terror Air 7 s unreliability and poor 
safety record that two of the journalists accompanying Clark, 
fearing for their loved ones, attempted to book alternate flights 
to Delhi. Dr. Foth, as the den father of the troupe, eventually 
convinced them to stay on the theory that if the future PM 
was to die in a plane crash into the South China Sea, they 
owed it to themselves to be there to report it. The logic final¬ 
ly stink in. Always stick with the story. 

Terror Air proved to be as good as advertised. The Boeing 
707 was scheduled to leave Tokyo on Wednesday, January 9, 
at 1500 hours, make a brief stopover at Manila in the Philip¬ 
pines before proceeding to Thailand, arriving at 2140 hours. 
In Bangkok, the delegation was to board a Lufthansa flight to 
New Delhi, arriving at 0120 hours. A meeting with Prime 
Minister Desai was scheduled for 1500 hours that same day. 

Late taking off, of course, Terror Air 707 did a number of 
quick correcting manoeuvres over a choppy Tokyo Bay that 
reminded one for all the world of O.J. Simpson dodging 
through an airline terminal. 

"The structure was groaning," says Norm Fetterley, Ot¬ 
tawa man for Toronto television's CFTO. "We were jammed 
in like sardines. Up until then I had enjoyed flying terrifically. I 
have never been comfortable in an airplane since. For about 
two years after that I was scared stiff even to fly to Toronto." 

Carol Mclvor says, "I was sitting in a seat that had blood¬ 
stains all over the back of it and two holes. I don't know 
whether they were bullet holes or not. There was no alcohol. 
If there was any time in my life that I needed a drink, it was 
going on that flight." 

The dicey drama took on a touch of high farce in Manila. 
As the Clark forces nervously checked their watches, the 
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flight was boarded by some fifty Filipino dockworkers in over¬ 
alls headed for the Red Sea port of Jeddah, Saudi Arabia. 
"Crammed to the rafters," wrote Southam's Don Sellar, 
"devoid of air conditioning and out of Scotch whisky in 
minutes, this was a plane to remember. After a few hours it 
smelled like a camel drivers' convention." 

In Bangkok, the desperate Canadian ambassador had used 
diplomatic clout to persuade Lufthansa to keep their Delhi- 
bound flight waiting on the tarmac. Shaken, dehydrated and 
casting glances askance at the white-faced staff of the future 
PM, we sprinted through the darkness into a Lufthansa 747 
— clean, cool and politely staffed, a new world. The waiting 
passengers, a trifle impatient, studied the incoming rush of 
frantic, rumpled, embarrassed and angry transients — who 
had already been in the air seven hours—no doubt taking us 
for a clutch of misdirected tourists who had won some radio 
contest. Little did they know that they were gating upon a 
future prime minister and his entourage. 

Left behind in the Bangkok confusion (along with Clark's 
dignity and the credibility of his logistical planners) was all 
the luggage, and, hilariously, most of the equipment of the 
two television crews who were along to record what was es¬ 
sentially a world-wide photo opportunity. It was a beauty con¬ 
test and someone had misplaced the judges. 

The Boy Amateurs apparently had never thought of such 
a thing as a standby overnight kit for their leader. In Delhi, 
toothpaste and razors were hustled with help from the Cana¬ 
dian High Commission, and Clark arrived for a state dinner 
with Prime Minister Desai in the tired suit that had endured 
the flight connecting four countries. 

By then, it had become clear we were dealing with neo¬ 
phytes who shouldn't have been allowed outside without the 
strings tied securely to their mittens. Dapperly dressed in 
white shoes and an electric-blue leisure suit, chief-of-staff 
Neville, who was technically going to be the second most 
powerful man in Canada if and when Clark became PM, 
stepped gingerly through a dung-filled Indian village, snap- 
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ping all the colourful poverty with his camera. It was straight 
out of the Elks hall. 

Clark lapsed into his stunning collection of inanities: 
"What is the totality of his land?" to an interpreter on a farm; 
"How old are the chickens?" "You are not anticipating a sig¬ 
nificant cereal production?" to a guide in an impoverished 
area. To doomed women in a dismal village: "I very much 
appreciate the very cordial greeting." 

There was a mad last-minute scramble to make sure every¬ 
one got on board the late-night Alitalia flight to the next 
stop, Athens, a certain journalist having to bully all the press 
luggage through customs when it became clear the Clarkians 
had frayed around the edges and were coming apart. For some 
strange reason, which has never been explained to this day, 
advance man Ian Green failed to advance on to Athens as the 
itinerary advertised and, tight-lipped, managed with some sus¬ 
pense to gamer a seat on the overbooked flight. 

By this time, the Clark handlers, sensing the reporters on 
the "fact- finding " tour were finding out too many facts about 
t he ir charge, decided to hide Clark even more completely from 
media scrutiny. 

We actually were quite a compact group, a group that 
Clark could have gotten to know easily since there was little 
of substance happening. While the media group numbered 
fourteen, only six were of the pencil press (Lewis from 
Maclean’s, Small from CP, Jeff Simpson of the Globe and Mail, 
Steve Handelman of the Toronto Star, Sellar of Southam 
News and the ever-vigilant Dr. Foth)—the others were radio 
types or TV men, with their trailing umbilical life-support 
systems. But instead of telling us about his hopes and dreams, 
Clark remained hidden away in his hotel suite each night, 
while his paranoid aides read despatches from home. 

Actually, the man who killed Clark (or, more accurately, 
allowed him to kill himself) was the most inexperienced re¬ 
porter on the tour. His name was Brian Kennedy, a radio re¬ 
porter out of Broadcast News in the Victoria press gallery. 
Broadcast News brass, in a move whose logic paralyzed me, 
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sent on the tom not a veteran from the Ottawa press gallery 
but Kennedy, because he was from Victoria. Sending him 
around the world would be "cheaper/' they thought, since 
Victoria was closer to Japan, the first stop, than Ottawa. Since 
the earth is round, and Kennedy would eventually have to 
return to his base, this accounting dazzled me. But I digress. 

Knowing he had never been anywhere, and was up against 
Ottawa pros, the young and brash Kennedy stuck to Clark 
like a burr, wearing him like a second vest. His prying mike, 
attached to the creepy-peepy on his back, lurked just a mala- 
prop away. At every stop, Kennedy would dash away to a 
convenient phone to send out over the underwater cables one 
of those illuminating thirty-second clips on another Clark 
goof that would speckle the newscasts all day on the fifty 
Broadcast News outlets across the country. 

Kennedy, who soon came to regard Clark as the mother 
lode of non-sequiturs, dogged the future prime minister like 
a living child. It was Kennedy who surreptitiously stood be¬ 
hind Clark, mike aready, when the future pm was shown, in 
the foyer of the Knesset, Israel's parliament, the world-famous 
tapestries by Marc Chagall that depict the turmoil of the Jew¬ 
ish people from Moses to the Holocaust. Joe Clark had one 
all-puipose answer for every stunning sight he saw on his 
odyssey around the world. It was: "I see." 

While a pretty young guide movingly and eloquently ex¬ 
plained the meaning and significance of the sixty-six-foot- 
long art work, what it meant to her people, Joe Clark said "I 
see" twenty-one times. 

The problem is that Joe Clark really is a nice guy. He is 
kind, he is considerate. He would never do anything inten¬ 
tionally rude. He is, in a way, a sort of sociological freak, a 
mutation from the 1930s. Watching him carefully at close 
range over an extended period of tune, one gets the impres¬ 
sion of Cecil Trueheart, the second lead in a Noel Coward 
play set in the landed gentry belt of Kent. 

Clark himself even knows the reason why. High River, 
Alberta, despite its Gary Cooperish name, was one of those 
Prairie towns populated in early days by remittance men — 
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the semi-failed heirs of the English gentility, Sent abroad to 
lose themselves so as not to disgrace the family name. 

In High River, of all places, they played cricket. A polo 
team from High River actually won the 1912 world cham¬ 
pionship. As he explains, it was a town where manners meant 
so mething. It wasn't Gary Cooper at all. It was Noel Coward, 
within sight of the Rockies. 

Watching Joe Clark day in, day out, night in, night out, as 
he circled the globe on an indoctrination tour that may have 
been the worst political decision since Suez, one was re¬ 
minded constantly of that self-description of his background. 
It was the vicar's tea party across four continents, a contin¬ 
ual "thank-you-very-very-much" while stepping backward for 
fear of giving offense. 

Thank-you-very-very-much was the catchword of the tom. 
Within days, after hearing it incessantly directed at prime 
ministers, subway attendants, minor officialdom and any pot¬ 
ted palm that twitched, the Clark entourage mocked it, imi¬ 
tated it, repeated it, set it into iambic pentameter and Gil¬ 
bert and Sullivan rhymes. "Thank-you-very-very-much" and 
"I see" became the metaphors of a future prime minister's 
introduction to the world. 

Herein lies the tragedy of Joe Clark, a decent and polite 
man , now middle-aged, who is courageous and left the lead¬ 
ership he should never have attempted with such dignity and 
magnanimity. At the age of thirty-nine, he had the opportu¬ 
nity to visit five of the oldest and most interesting nations 
on earth: Japan, India, Greece, Israel, Jordan. 

Watching him at close-hand, I saw a man who not only 
had no knowledge of history, art, culture, cuisine, theatre or 
religion, but who had no interest in those areas. 

Even supposedly cynical journalists, marching off the ex¬ 
act route that Christ was made to carry the cross and seeing 
the exact spot where he was crucified, were moved by their 
Sunday school memories. Our future PM appeared bored; or 
perhaps, more accurately, distracted. 

The further the tour advanced, the more Clark seemed 
glazed over by it all. It was as if he could not absorb it. He 
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seemed to want out of it. Perhaps aware that he was out of 
his depth, he didn't appreciate the prying press also being 
aware of that fact. 

What I saw was a one-dimensional man, uneasy and unin¬ 
terested in the world outside the cosy political structure. 
(Voters eventually detected the same.) My whole view of Clark 
has been shaped by that experience. Nothing that has hap¬ 
pened under his purview since then has surprised me. 

The most experienced reporter on the tour, in fact, was 
Rae Corelli, the grizzled Toronto Star veteran who had long 
been that paper's legal correspondent and was in 1979 a com¬ 
mentator and host on Global TV (he now has a CBC show in 
Vancouver). Corelli, a taciturn sort, kept to himself and said 
little in the early days of the tour, not believing what he was 
seeing. 

He then aired one piece that began: "Phileas Fogg went 
around the world in 80 days in a balloon filled with hot air. 
Joe Clark has managed the same feat in 10 days—minus the 
balloon." Another broadcast started: "The Conservative Party 
of Canada has spent more than $30,000 so Joe Clark could 
learn about the world. Unfortunately, the world has learned 
about Joe Clark." 

The Rover Boys Abroad grew in number to twenty-seven 
with the arrival, in Israel, of Maureen McTeer, two promi¬ 
nent Tory fundraisers with their wives, a Conservative Party 
photographer and two politicians. Robert Parker, the Tory MP 
for Eglinton, and Ron Atkey, the deposed MP from St. Paul's, 
had ridings that encompassed the largest portion of Toronto's 
Jewish voters. They had urged Clark to include Israel in his 
tour because they hoped it would help them get elected. The 
Tory photographer was along for that purpose. 

Irving Gerstein, head of People's Jewellers, and lawyer Jef¬ 
frey Lyons both were long-time friends of Clark and impor¬ 
tant fundraisers in the Toronto Jewish community. It was 
this foursome that suggested to their green leader the sup¬ 
posed vote-getting pledge to move the Canadian embassy from 
Tel Aviv to Jerusalem. (For their troubles, neither Parker or 
Atkey survived the 1980 election.) 


72 





Atkey and Parker, arriving from. Canada with tales of hor¬ 
ror from the tour in the daily headlines, could not believe 
that Clark's handlers—the future government of Canada— 
would not allow him to put his feet up with the press. 

At the meeting with Prime Minister Menachem Begin, 
the Israeli PM entered the room with a puzzled expression, 
not able momentarily, to pick out the future Canadian leader 
from his entourage. Clark, as Dalton Camp puts it, "has a 
small magnetic field." 

At a me eting with Opposition leader Shimon Peres, Clark 
appeared startled, then unhappy, then uncomfortable and un¬ 
sure of himself when Peres waved away the Clark aides, who 
were herding out the press after the usual phoney "photo 
opportunity," and invited the scribblers to sit down and listen. 

Sellars, in a news analysis piece, called the session "one 
of the more illuminating sights seen in Canadian politics in 
several years." The meeting was "not a satisfying portrait of 
a future Canadian prime minister in action." 

Student Staples, conducting the autopsy, found the Peres 
session significant, the first one of the tour that was open to 
the media. "The Peres meeting made us suspicious of Clark's 
other private meetings," said Doug Small. "We wondered if 
Clark was always this unsure of himself." 

Clark's twitchiness of tongue and body was contrasted 
by the appearance of Maureen McTeer, genuinely pretty, now 
stylish, relaxed and pleasant, chattering away in French to a 
Canadian soldier, possessing just the right touch of light ban¬ 
ter needed for these stiff occasions. Her presence merely em¬ 
phasized the stick-man image of her uneasy husband, a crea¬ 
ture — a victim} — of the parliamentary system, painfully 
unsure of himself once outside the formal structure of the 
high-school-debating atmosphere. 

The Golan Heights, the strategic high ground controlling 
Israel's eastern border with Syria, rise steeply out of the dusky 
desert. It was here at Camp Zouani, a lonely, desolate out¬ 
post that was home for 125 Canadian soldiers who acted as a 
buffer between Israeli and Syrian forces, that Joe Clark was 
to review a small honour guard. 
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There were seven soldiers, bayonets tipping their rifles at 
head-height in the first row. There were five in the back row. 
Joe Clark, stiff as always when spectators and cameras are 
watching, moved past the first five soldiers and then —for 
some reason one knows not—attempted a brisk left turn to 
review the second row. 

There was only one problem. Soldiers Six and Seven were 
still there in the front row. A perturbed Master Corporal 
Ken Metke of Comox, B.C. was Six. "I could sense what he 
was going to do," Metke told Doug Small, "but I wasn't about 
to move." 

Jeff Simpson and Dr. Foth, trailing the action about a yard 
away, looked at one another in horror and moaned. The tour 
that had started out Keystone Kops was turning into Buster 
Keaton. 

Clark bumped into Metke's right side, just mis s ing the 
upright bayonet, whirled, did a corrective action somewhat 
like Egypt Air's and finally safely rounded Soldiers Six and 
Seven before attempting the arduous journey down the sec¬ 
ond row of the honour guard — which by now was more 
twitchy, understandably, than the uncoordinated and unhappy 
Tory leader. 

An embarrassed Clark explained later that he had "never 
inspected an honour guard before," an affliction that encom¬ 
passes most of the human race. 'Tm sorry. I apologize. I should 
have stayed in line." Do future prime ministers apologize? 
Should they? 

Ken Metke, now a sergeant, lives in Penhold, Alberta. He 
remembers. "Mr. Clark had his head down while he was 
walking. I guess he just turned too soon." 

Doug Small filed a story on the CP wire, stating that Clark, 
while inspecting a guard of honour, had "collided with a Ca¬ 
nadian soldier and nearly cut his head on a rifle bayonet." 
Which was true, since the rifles protmded at the required 
fifteen-degree angle. But the situation was not helped by some 
excited CP rewrite man who translated this into a lead that 
ran in several papers, explaining that "Opposition Leader Joe 
Clark almost had his head cut off on a rifle bayonet yester- 
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day while inspecting a 12-man guard of honour on the lonely 
Golan Heights." 

The inclusion of the ludicrous "off" in the copy, whether 
accidental or not, understandably enraged the confused and 
tired Clarkians, who by now were aware of the horrendous 
press coverage the Rover Boys were getting back home. Small 
also reported that Joe had then been smacked by a door lead¬ 
ing into the camp mess, as Atkey walked behind him, mock¬ 
ing him for the press' benefit. After Clark visited the sick 
bay on the Golan Heights, Atkey smirked to reporters, "Watch 
out. He walked into the needle." 

Soldiers in the camp store later presented him with a 
colourful tapestry of an Egyptian harem. "It's as close as I'll 
ever get to one," said Joe. "You're damn right," said Mo, who 
was right behind him. And so it went. 

Clark's caravan of private cars and press bus left Jerusalem, 
delayed all the way behind a large yellow garbage truck, and 
crossed the River Jordan—a stream that would not even qual¬ 
ify as a creek in any self-respecting British Columbia hamlet. 

By this time Clark seemed completely zonked by culture 
shock, a lust for the friendly attention of the assassins of the 
House of Commons clear in his eyes. Chief-of-Staff Neville, 
the shine gone from his white shoes, was seething with con¬ 
cealed rage. Press secretary Donald Doyle was as inscrutably 
incommunicative as usual. (Only the Tories, with their gifts, 
would decide to recruit a francophone as Clark's press secre¬ 
tary—a wise move—and then manage to find someone from 
Quebec whose given name and surname would indicate him 
to the public as an anglophone. Even their PR backfires.) Ian 
Green wasn't speaking to anyone, including airline clerks. 

The amiable Sinclair Stevens, listed in the "notional 
itinerary" as "economic and finance policy coordinator, P.C. 
Party of Canada"—that is, babysitter—endured everything 
in silent bemusement, remembering only to press close to 
Clark's shoulder every time a TV camera or photographer came 
over the horizon. 

In Jordan, Clark's seemingly unending fund of inanities 
were once again put into play. "This is a well," while stand- 
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ing before a well. "You have a lot of rocks here/' to a guide in 
a rock-filled desolate sparse field. 

In Amman, in an office chamber in King Hussein's palace, 
Clark stood stiffly, not saying a word, for forty minutes while 
waiting for the diminutive king to appear. Hussein, in not so 
subtle a fashion, was making his feelings known that the 
Tories had spent three days in Israel (in search of votes for 
two Toronto seats they eventually lost) and had scheduled 
only twenty-six hours in Jordan to hear the Arab side of the 
unending argument. 

The next morning, before the Rover Boys flew home to 
Canada, in the middle of a restaurant in the Jordan Inter¬ 
Continental Hotel, Clark held a "working breakfast" press 
conference. The last day of the tom,- the first and only press 
conference. (By this time I had been smacking my brow in 
amazement so often I developed migraines.) 

I asked Clark, considering the obvious amateurish level 
of his aides' preparation for this trip, whether he was consid¬ 
ering making any changes in his staff on the way to a prime 
ministership that seemed inevitable. 

He replied, testily, that he had the finest staff available 
and was proud of them and would be sticking with them to 
the end. It was, not the first time, the example of an indeci¬ 
sive man attempting to prove he was decisive. (I mentioned 
to Doyle and Green later that they should ship me a cheque 
since, considering the man's comments on the record, they 
could never be fired and now had guaranteed employment 
tenure.) 

Everything held true to form. On the fina l seventeen-hour 
ordeal back to Ottawa, the Royal Jordanian flight, delayed 
on the Amman runway, was further inconvenienced in New 
York due to snow. As the jet had approached New York, a 
friendly stewardess asked a discouraged and played-out Joe 
Clark whether he was flying in from Japan. Said Clark, "In a 
manner of speaking." The Rover Boys missed their connec¬ 
tion to Toronto and on to Ottawa. Instead, they went by East¬ 
ern Airlines to Montreal's Dorval, arriving near midnight, 
and then taxied two horns to Ottawa in four hired Cadillac 


76 



limousines. As an exhausted Maclean's bureau chief Bob 
Lewis fell into the arms of his wife in his Ottawa home, there 
came a knock at the door. It was the driver of the limo that 
had just delivered him. The car had broken down and he 
wanted to phone a cab. 

The fallout from the junket of the Innocents Abroad was 
consequential. Bill Neville, he of the white shoes, feels to¬ 
day that the tom may have cost the Conservatives a major¬ 
ity government in 1979. "It gave our opponents a 'file of 
ridicule/ There's nothing more damaging than that." Clark 
himself feels the lost bags and bayonets translated into fewer 
votes: "I believe the coverage of the tour created several im¬ 
age perceptions which were a factor in our party's failure to 
attain a majority." 

That's a revealing quote. Joe Clark's failure as a politi¬ 
cian came about because he could not recognize reality, per¬ 
sisting in his fluke leadership even when he had lost public 
credibility and the trust of his caucus. (Clark told interroga¬ 
tor Staples: "Take that whole thing about the bayonet, for 
instance. Nothing happened there. I was reviewing the honour 
guard. It was just physically impossible. Nothing happened 
at all." Any man who believes that nothing happened is a 
man out of touch with reality, who prefers selective history 
to the truth.) 

Actually, it was to an unknowing Ron Ziegler that Joe 
Clark owed his miserable fortunes on his non-news zip around 
the globe. It was Ziegler, the White House press secretary for 
Tricky Dicky Nixon, who invented that now-accepted cha¬ 
rade called the "photo opportunity." 

Ziegler was also the man who devised the hilarious non¬ 
word "misspoke." As in, "The President misspoke himself," 
meaning the President had either lied or goofed. It was in the 
fine Orwellian tradition of Newspeak (white is black, lies 
are truth), and so was the Nixonian introduction of the "photo 
opportunity." 

It is childish simplicity, in its purpose. Since reporters 
are always trouble, they should be kept away from the presi¬ 
dent (in later imitation, prime ministers, premiers, whatever). 
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When there is no news, there must be the appearance of news 
so as to give the sense of activity. Photographers are invited 
in to take standard dishonest shots of politicians pretending 
to sign papers or shake hands. Cameramen are welcome be¬ 
cause they don't ask questions. (Reporters are not welcome 
in "photo opportunities" for the simple reason that they are 
after information. Sam Donaldson, the obstreperous ABC 
correspondent, is persona non grata at the Reagan White 
House because he persists in shouting questions during what 
are supposed to be sterile "photo ops.") 

The pencil press hates these contrived non-events, but 
the docile electronic jockeys go along because it provides their 
evening news programs with the phoney clips of politicians 
in the appearance of action. The politicians love it because it 
serves their purpose, pretending that a non-event is an event 
—except when it backfires, as it did Clark on his "world tour," 
as it did Marc Lalonde on his celebrated photo op before his 
budget in spring 1983. It would have taken a playwright like 
Pinter or Beckett to transmit adequately the surrealist quali¬ 
ties of the Ottawa outpost over the event. 

While a snowstorm swirled about and swivel servants 
tramped along hidden in their April parkas, the smug Liberals, 
thinking they'd won a victory, only added further proof of 
their devious nature. Marc (Leaky) Lalonde added to his 
reputation for prodigious hard work and stubborn resolve a 
further dimension of heavy-handed fumbling. 

Knowing that his predecessor Allan MacEachen had a de¬ 
served reputation for being too reclusive, too distant from 
the press, as finance minister, Leaky Lalonde decided to act 
the clown, getting his new shoes (another non-event) photo¬ 
graphed and in cocky fashion flipping through his budget 
pages. He was astounded, later, to discover that the Hamil¬ 
ton TV crew that caught the few key French pages on the TV 
came ra could actually read and translate the embarrassing 
leak. 

Lalonde's reputation as the only strong man left in an 
asparagus-like cabinet was dented severely when he suffered 
a dubious loss of memory in the Gillespie affair. Now the 
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man who brought Fortress Alberta to its knees turned out to 
be an inept clownster and—caught out—devious and smarmy 
as well. 

While his prime minister, in defence of him, was putting 
on a slippery dancing-on-a-pinhead act in Question Period that 
would have any mother washing out a six-year-old's mouth 
with soap, Leaky Lalonde was adding a last-minute panic in¬ 
sertion of $200 milli on to the budget figures in an attempt to 
backdate his goof. 

Explaining away his clowning, he said the action of the 
alert Hamilton TV cameraman "was clearly contrary to the 
spirit of the 'photo opportunity' session." Of course it was 
contrary. Some news seeped out of a non-news event! The 
smelling salts, please. 

Because of this unprecedented occurrence, and the uproar 
in the Commons while the snow swirled about, the delivery 
of the budget speech itself that evening was in some doubt. 
Airplanes were already headed to Canadian embassies around 
the world with the official figures that The Leak and The 
Leader were desperately trying to change. 

It cost the taxpayers only $200 million more to paper over 
Mr. Ziegler's flawed invention. The Liberals' generosity, with 
other people's money, matches perfectly their refusal to admit 
that the Natural Governing Party can possibly make a mis¬ 
take. What's a million? What's $200 million to cover a fi¬ 
nance minister's wounded pride? 

Lalonde smirked in his "revised" budget delivery, as the 
Liberal lapdogs to his rear applauded in their stupidity the 
sin kin g of his reputation. Later, at a reception in Speaker 
Jeanne Sauve's quarters, he was proud as punch, like a boy 
who had stolen his neighbour's apples and had gotten away 
with it. 

Forget Pinter. Forget Beckett. Only Charlie Chaplin—es¬ 
pecially because the scene of the crime was covered in snow 
— could capture it all perfectly. 

Following the 1980 election, press coverage of the Clark 
"photo opportunity" tour was again blamed for the Tory de¬ 
feat. The anthills were alive with the sound of outrage. If you 
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picked up any letters-to-the-editor section in the country you 
found all these fomenting Tories, stewing in their own juices, 
having discovered the reason their Quixote of the oilfields 
fell on his own lance. 

The reason, mirable dictu, had been unveiled. It was all 
because a clutch of nasty commentators, mainly armed with 
typewriters, did a number on poor young foe, and a slavering 
nation, meekly falling in line, marched obediently to the 
polling booth and voted the way your favourite columnist 
dictated. 

Oh what balm! What salvation! What a convenient es¬ 
cape route. For the sins and stupidities of the Tories, look 
not inward but at the scapegoat—the all-powerful press that 
decides elections and toys with the fate of the nation. Ration¬ 
alization is a great art form. The Conservative Party navel- 
gazing, contemplating the illusion instead of the reality, is a 
rather pitiful spectacle to behold. 

It is all doubly puzzling, this viewing of the facts of poli¬ 
tics through the wrong end of the telescope, because there 
had probably never been a time when the press was less pow¬ 
erful in its ability to affect elections. Every major English- 
language newspaper in Canada, with the exception of the To¬ 
ronto Star, backed foe Clark and the Conservatives in the 
1980 election. Practically every single commentator and col¬ 
umnist on the campaign trail—not to mention the meat-and- 
potatoes reporters—was openly contemptuous of the cynical, 
insulting Liberal campaign run by Pierre Trudeau and his 
packagers. 

Little good that did anyone. The voters went their own 
blissful way, as always, and did what they were going to do 
in the first place. The abiding myth that the powerful press 
(and powerful press personalities) somehow hold sway over 
a simple-minded electorate is one of the astonishing fairy 
tales of our time. The belief that a Hearstian decision, arrived 
at over a press club bar, can affect in the teensiest way the 
polling booth is the thumb-sucking refuge, the Linus blanket, 
of the immature Tory party. 

In 1974 the newspaper proprietors of the land, in their 
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infinite wisdom, stood shoulder to intellectual shoulder in 
support of the dignified (to the point of petrification) Robert 
Stanfield. We know what happened to him —destined to fin¬ 
ish his political days wandering the sands of Arabia. 

There are juicy examples cluttering the landscapes of 
history. Franklin Delano Roosevelt, the raging pinko of his 
time according to the rock-ribbed traditionalists, was vehe¬ 
mently denounced for four straight presidential elections by 
ninety-five percent of the American press — owned by good 
Republican owners. For four terms he laughed his way to the 
ballot box. W.A.C. Bennett, the shrewd old con man, for 
twenty years in power in British Columbia, courted the en¬ 
mity of the four daily newspapers of Vancouver and Victoria. 
It was, he explained, like flying a kite. You can't fly a kite in 
dead air. You had to have the wind going against you. For a 
politician to succeed, he explained with a delicious chortle 
to a helpless columnist who raged a gainst him, you had to 
have the foaming press against you. 

The delusion, so believed by the frustrated and furious 
Tories, that the press can make or break a politician, is a hoary 
hangover from those days when press magnates were shame¬ 
lessly partisan and a public could get its info rmatio n and views 
from practically only one source. But one of the funny things 
about modem journalism is that the increasing concentra¬ 
tion of ownership has not — unlike other industries — been 
accompanied by increasing power. 

It may help the profits and the orderly balance sheet, 
but it doesn't influence the public decision- making process 
one iota. The voters read their newspapers and then do what 
they were going to do anyway. The days when a single jour¬ 
nalist could swing or sway votes, a Westbrook Pegler, a Drew 
Pearson, a John Dafoe or Bruce Hutchison or B lair Fraser, went 
out with Rudy Vallee. 

I blush to inform you, but journalism these days is one 
big service industry. Any readership survey will show you 
that the columnists with the boggling ratings are the ones 
who tell you how to change your snow tires or where to find 
canning lids. Ann Landers, with her meat-loaf-and-menopause 
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formula, tops the pundits every single day. To suggest that 
six Canadian columnists (who vote four different ways) can 
overthrow — or christen — a PM is highly flattering but, in 
truth, a vast insult to the body politic. The system, she just 
don't work that way. 

Of more importance is what this currently popular myth 
reveals about the Tory party. It had very serious problems for 
seven years with the public perception of Joe Clark as a man 
capable of sitting in the prime minister's chair. The press 
didn't create those doubts. It only reflected them. The party, 
of course, didn't want to face up to the serious consequences 
of the fact that it may have made a big mistake in its compro¬ 
mise choice back in 1976—and then finally conceded that it 
had in 1983. 

One of the sad things about the Tories of the 1980s, a 
professional, full-time opposition party that could benefit 
Canada by being in power for a good stretch, is that it per¬ 
sists in this futile bleat that it and its then leader were de¬ 
feated in the last election by a few nasty critics. Oh Lord, if 
only we had the power ascribed to us. 

The real lesson of the Rover Boys Abroad, in January 1979, 
became apparent in December of that year. The callow and 
green Clarkians who couldn't keep track of their underwear 
on a world tour couldn't count on December 13 and lost a 
budget vote, a government, a subsequent election and, even¬ 
tually, their political careers. 

The point was not a fouled-up air connection or a bump 
into an honour guard and a near nick with a bayonet. The 
point was that a jaunt through five countries in twelve days, 
for a future prime minister, was a test of his composure and 
adaptability—and most of all, of the calibre of people around 
him. 

Clark's failure as a leader of a party, as a head of a brief 
government, was that he could not attract bright and compe¬ 
tent people around him. The Harvard School of Business Ad¬ 
ministration has a cruel, but true, maxim: first-class men hire 
first-class men to work for them; second-class men hire fifth- 
class men. 
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The general air of sloppiness and specific lack of travel 
sophistication that marked the Clark operation three years 
after he became leader was a foretaste of what was to come. 
Too stubborn and too proud to replace the incompetents and 
amateurs (or unable to find replacements?), Clark went down 
for the long count eleven months later with the same crew 
— the crew that had to be told by twenty-five-year-old aide 
Nancy Jamieson that, to their surprise, they were going to 
lose the budget vote that fateful December night. 

Losing his underwear was not the issue that sunk Joe 
Clark. The issue was that he hired well-meaning innocents 
who couldn't organize their lunch, let alone a world tour, and 
revealed to a hitherto sympathetic electorate that it was in¬ 
deed The Night the Kids Took Charge of the Dorm. 
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PART TWO 


The Land of Odds 






7 Wot is a Tory? 

“In civilized countries I believe there are no witches 
left, nor wizards not sorceresses, nor magicians. But, 
you see, the Land of Oz had never been ci vilize d, for 
we are cut off from all the rest of the world.” 


What is a Conservative? It's hard for most Canadians to fin d 
out, since so many Tories seem to have come from some¬ 
where else. There's even a tendency for the Tories to go out¬ 
side their party to find a leader. 

The winner in 1942, John Bracken, was the Liberal- 
Progressive premier of Manitoba. His only previous associa¬ 
tion with the Conservatives was his father's attendance at 
Sir John A. Macdonald's funeral in 1891. 

Robert Manion, the tenth Tory leader, started his political 
career as a Liberal. So did Hugh Guthrie, who was runner-up 
R.B. Bennett at the 1927 convention. Claude Wagner, who 
was barely beaten by Joe Clark, had been Liberal attorney 
general of Quebec. Another of the 1976 leadership candi¬ 
dates, Paul Hellyer, had been a cabinet minister under both 
Pearson and Trudeau. John Crosbie was a member of Joey 
Smallwood's cabinet before switching to the Tories. 

Dalton Camp, of course, was a Liberal before defecting. 
Bill Neville, Clark's chief-of-staff, was a convert horn the other 
party. If the Tories aren't coming from the Liberals, they 
seemed to be going over there, as witness the spectacular and 
suicidal defection of Jack Homer. 

Tories are stubborn. Usually the leadership winner has 
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never run before (the exceptions being Manion, who won on 
his second attempt, and Dief, who was successful on the 
third of his four attempts). But that didn't deter such as 
Murdoch MacPherson, a Saskatchewan attorney-general who 
was runner-up in 1938 and again in 1942. Donald Fleming 
failed three times, in 1948,1956 and 1967. Davie Fulton lost 
twice, in 1956 and 1967. Twice a Tory leader has tried to 
succeed himself, failing each time: Dief in 1967 and Clark, 
of course, in 1983, an example of a leader who choreographed 
his own suicide. 

Tories are really stubborn. They seldom pick a leader who 
has had extensive experience in the federal cabinet. In 1967, 
two provincial premiers — Stanfield and Roblin — finished 
ahead of seven former cabinet ministers. 

Canadian history shows that no provincial premier has 
ever gone on to become prime minister. Can Tories read? They 
persist in picking premiers: Bracken from Manitoba in 1942, 
Drew from Ontario in 1948, Stanfield from Nova Scotia in 
1967. They all failed, of course. They are really stubborn. 

The Tories are consistent in their failures. They stick to a 
pattern—they only appear to be prat-falling in random fash¬ 
ion. In fact, they alternate between eastern and western 
leaders. 

In 1927, they picked R.B. Bennett from Calgary; in 1938, 
Bob Mani on from Fort William, Ontario. In 1942, the con¬ 
vention went to John Bracken of Manitoba, followed in 1948 
by George Drew of Ontario. By 1956 it was the turn of John 
Diefenbaker of Prince Albert, to be followed in 1967 by Robert 
"Big Thunder" Stanfield of Nova Scotia. Joe Clark of High 
River continued the pattern in 1976, as did Brian Mulroney 
of downtown Baie Comeau in 1983. 

The consistency — as well as the failures — are actually 
boring. Each time, the second-place finisher is from the oppo¬ 
site end of the country. When a westerner wins, an easterner 
is runner-up—and vice versa (the only exception being 1942, 
when every candidate was from Western Canada). Roblin was 
second to Stanfield; Wagner was second to Clark; Clark was 
second to Mulroney—and so it went back down the line. 
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How can a party that is so meticulously fcii in alternat¬ 
ing each leadership between east and west, even alternating 
the runners-up, be such a resounding flop, a spectacular col¬ 
lection of no-hopers? It does, one must admit, take a special 
gift. These are special people, with special skills as under¬ 
achievers. If Joe Bftlskz, the famous klutz who wandered 
through Al Capp's L'il Abner cartoon strip with a black cloud 
following overhead, ever came to Canada to join a political 
party, he would stumble unerringly to a Tory initiation gath¬ 
ering, held, no doubt, in a daycare centre that is empty in 
the evening, the heat/air conditioning on the fritz, the coffee 
cold, the sandwiches turning up at the edges like Joe Clark's 
smile. 

"You can't tell an individual Tory from an individual 
Liberal," said Dr. Jimmy Johnston, the long-time Diefenbaker 
loyalist, "but you can tell a roomful of Tories from a roomful 
of Liberals. The Tories are all fighting with each other." 

There is always some cabal, some intrigue, some dissi¬ 
dents looking for a reason to hate another portion of a party 
that resembles, like a fat woman from behind, several pigs 
fighting in a gunnysack. If it is not George Hees and pals trying 
to get Diefenbaker in The Night of the Long Knives, it is an¬ 
other portion of the party stabbing Joe Clark in the front in 
Winnipeg, which could best be described as The Night of the 
Cuisinart. 

Dief denounces Camp who sits on a stage several feet 
away,- Homer makes fun of Stanfield behind his back; thugs 
wreck the office of a dentist who is a Mulroney worker in 
Quebec; mysterious callers sabotage Manitoba meetings 
called by Michael Wilson; John Crosbie calls Joe Clark "ar¬ 
dently stupid" and the party rolls on, right over a cliff. There 
is no discipline, no cohesion, merely a collection of individu¬ 
als who march (out-of-step) to drummers hidden in the hills, 
beckoning the faithful to form a firing squad in a circle. 

The Tories, on their record have become the political 
equivalent of Sir Peregrine Henniker-Heaton, the British in¬ 
telligence chief in the 1970s whose rotting body lay for three 
years in his study without the family noticing. You have to 
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understand the basic free-fonn heating of English households 
to comprehend how such aging aromas can remain undetec¬ 
ted, but the Conservatives unwittingly have allowed the same 
to happen. 

Ivy-encrusted Tories who still have pictures of R.B. Ben¬ 
nett on their mantels tend to remain unchanged until they, 
like the One Hoss Shay, collapse in dust. A major injection 
of plasma is needed before the dignified blue blood of conser¬ 
vatism will once again flow across the sedate landscape. 

Of Axworthy's quote about the party being "rich, thick 
and full of clots," at least the latter quality seems to be true. 
Only a collection of clots could win the greatest majority in 
Canadian political history in 1958 with Diefenbaker and then 
dissipate it so quickly. Only a collection of clots, given a rather 
lucky minority mandate in 1979 because of the distaste for 
Trudeau, would persist in a non-confidence vote on a budget 
without making sure they had the votes to win it, then call 
an election without the polling support to substantiate the 
decision. 

The Tories, in their brief flings at power, act like a ham¬ 
handed new father given a baby to wipe and to diaper. They 
are nervous, unsure of themselves and don't know at which 
end to start. It all finishes up rather messy, and the Tories, 
like the new father, eventually have to be rescued by more 
experienced hands. They retire in mortification, not to be 
given the responsibility again for some time. (The father goes 
off and gets drunk; the Tories sack their leaders instead.) 

Would the Tories rather fight than win (or make love)? 
Robert Stanfield suspected so. "Stanfield was against mak¬ 
ing speeches," says his long-time confrere Fin MacDonald, 
"because speeches were divisive. He said that if he made a 
speech in favour of heat, sure enough you'd find a pack of 
Tories out there somewhere who preferred cold." 

foe Clark, the most mild-mannered of men, was continu¬ 
ally savaged by his own caucus even while he was rising aloft 
in the Gallup Poll, a kghter-than-air phenomenon the world's 
thinnest Goodyear Blimp. Bob Coates, the veteran Nova Sco¬ 
tia MP who was president of the party, hardly spoke to Clark 


90 




_and vice versa. His executive assistant, Rick Logan, pep - 

pered Parliament Hill with regular leaks and slights aimed 
at downgrading Clark and, a very funny guy, was a National 
Press Club regular with his latest Clark jokes and imitations. 

Lifetime Tories Peter Lougheed and Bill Davis, to show 
their high regard for their national leader, managed to find it 
necessary, while Clark desperately tried to save himself in 
the 1980 campaign, to spend their time in Hawaii and Florida, 
otherwise occupied. A provincial Liberal premier if such 
an animal existed—who did not plunge into a federal cam¬ 
paign to help would find himself measured for concrete elec¬ 
toral boots. Keith Davey would leave a dead fish on his door¬ 
step and he would get the message. (The Tories would eat 
the fish.) 

Once in a while (like once in a while achieving power), 
the Tories do something unusual, something that goes against 
their grain. For the wooden-tongued WASPS of the land (and 
one should never discount their linguistic guilt) such an ex¬ 
perience came in the 1972 summit hockey meeting of Canada 
versus the USSR. It was then that Foster Hewitt, the embodi¬ 
ment of all that was fine and true about Depression-age Cana¬ 
dian youth, revealed before the embarrassed nation that he 
could not pronounce "Yvan Coumoyer." 

Rene Levesque had hardly been invented, Robert Bourassa 
was not yet a public joke, but even the sports columnists were 
smiting their foreheads at the thought that the Moses of Ma¬ 
ple Leaf Gardens was so befuddled by the other tongue that 
he mangled the moniker of the fastest skater in the fastest 
sport of all. It was a strange and useful scene: frozen into the 
memory of sports fans out there on the tube was the realiza¬ 
tion that a living legend in broadcasting had never bothered 
himself enough to wrap his tongue around the name of a for¬ 
eigner who lived as far away as Montreal. 

Inherent in that lesson was a bit of a guilt trip that trick¬ 
led through the beer parlours. One end of the country, in the 
wake of Trudeau, actually began to accommodate itself to 
the pronunciation of such semi-household names as Chretien, 
to learn that Andre Ouellet had some faint but distinct rela- 
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tion to omelette (though balking, in Anglo-Saxon stubborn¬ 
ness, at the glottal dexterity needed to master "Fabien Roy"). 

All this is a clearing of the throat to bring up the fact that 
with the election of Joe Maybe, the tongue was on the other 
foot. 

Fair is fair, and one of the useful things about the election 
of the Tories (along with the destruction of the theory that 
Canada, along with Zambia and Tanzania, had lapsed into 
the realm of one-party democracies) was that the country was 
confronted with names that conjured up images. 

It did Quebec good (not to mention Toronto , s Primrose 
Club) to have to master the pronunciation of Ray Hnatyshyn 
of Saskatoon, Clark's energy minister, and the cool, compe¬ 
tent Don Mazankowski who had never been heard of around 
the double-breasted martinis in Winston's in Toronto, but 
had been an observer at the United Nations, at conferences 
in the Caribbean and Poland and was Clark's new transport 
minister. 

Steve Paproski, a jovial bear of a man with the girth of the 
Queen Mary, was one of only three Tory MPs to support Clark 
as leader in 1976. He is a burly ex-Edmonton Eskimo line¬ 
man who was a director of the Banff School of Advanced 
Management. One day when he was a bachelor, Steve Paproski 
was drinking with his buddy Gene Kiniski, who was the world 
professional wrestling champion (in selected arenas, on se¬ 
lected nights) and who has a face like four miles of bad road. 
Paproski, somewhat emboldened by the liquid, allowed that 
if ever he married and had a son he was going to call him 
Paddy. And Kiniski, pouring another beer, ventured that if he 
ever succumbed to the altar and had a son he would c all him 
Kelly. And they weakened and they did, and so there are two 
young males now trodding the land called Paddy Paproski and 
Kelly Kiniski. 

What we're trying to say here is that a country that has 
been long trying to master the other tongue and culture sud¬ 
denly found itself, under a Clark government, faced with the 
reality of an ethnic underground that has always (shyly, but 
a bit embittered) felt itself ignored. The 1979 Commons dis- 
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played such names as Bill Yurko, the wandering spirit who 
was Lougheed's former housing minister, Paul Yewchuk, Stan 
Schellenberger, Stan Korchinski, an Alex Jupp from Toronto 
an Elzinga, a Vankoughnet. 

The elitist link between Rosedale and Westmount (which 
reveals more than anything that the similarity between Grit 
and Tory is keyed to private-school wives) was shattered by 
the ascension of Clark and his ethnic troops. 

What was just as ironic was that the last-ditch Trudeau 
ploy for destroying the WASP-francophone swap of the gover¬ 
nor general's post — appointing a Teutonic Canadian from 
Winnipeg — merely fitted in with the Clark scenario. Ed 
Schreyer, with his sparkling chatelaine who was once a farm 
girl named Schulz, formed his first cabinet in Manitoba with 
men called Cherniak, Uskiw, Rene Toupin, Rev. Philip Peturs- 
son, Burtniak and Borowski. When he arrived at Rideau Hall 
he brought a bilingual press secretary by the name of Rend 
Chartier (imported from Winnipeg) and a personal aide called 
Dave Chomiak. The next premier of Manitoba, an election 
or two down the road, is likely to be an mla with the schizo¬ 
phrenic name of Wilson Parasiuk. 

What was amusing was that the tight-mortgaged denizens 
of southern Ontario and upwardly mobile British Columbia 
—who provided foe with his minority victory—supplied the 
votes for a section of the populace that previously had never 
been allowed access to power. Before, in the usual Ontario- 
Quebec trade-off for power and concessions, we had a belief 
that the ethnic minorities were merely there to be milked 
for votes. Ottawa, for the first time, had to adjust itself to a 
minority that had been patiently waiting its turn: Hunkie 
Power. 

As one who has the commonwealth at heart, Dr. Foth sits 
down regularly, over sarsaparilla and a thin asparagus, with 
various layers of the mouldy lasagna that is known as the 
Regrettable Convertible Party. Such occasions are invariably 
filled with the snicker-snacker of cold steel, the blindsided 
gossip, the unguided innuendo and the heat-seeking grenade 
to the groin all aimed at other Tories, some of them good 
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friends, more often than not Sunday brunch companions, all 
brothers under the great umbrella of Sir John A., the Great 
Drunk in the Sky. 

I stagger away from such meetings, reeling under the on¬ 
slaught of deadly insults aimed at their brethren. It is their 
consolation, their religion, the cup they sip from, commu¬ 
nion taken with hemlock, doctored with a touch of aspic. 
These are Conservatives at prayer. 

A similar session with Grits is like a meeting with emis¬ 
saries from Calabria come to deny the allegation that there 
is such a thing as the Mafia. Margarine would not melt in 
their mouths, and they swear their fidelity to Father Trudeau 
(who they see as an insufferable dilettante who was bom rich 
and has yet to spend a penny of it, and who has overstayed 
his leave mainly because he enjoys power, somewhat like 
other people enjoy a shampoo). 

They would never say these things in public, of course, 
let alone in the presence of someone they call the Merchant 
of Venom, and spend their time filling my pellucid ear with 
wicked tales of internecine warfare in the Tory camp — the 
same tales I have heard from the Tories. 

The Few Democratic Party, of course, never dips to such 
depths of vitriol, it being pure of heart—and thin of votes 
contenting itself with finely honed one-liners, the best of 
which being Ontario leader Bob Rae's private assessment that 
"Trudeau makes Judas Iscariot look like a team player." 

The NDPers, because they do not have to worry about ever 
achieving power, can take the tune to assess this strange band 
that sits to their right. The search for the definition of a Tory 
particularly intrigued one observer who sat for years to their 
left in the Commons, watching and listening to the collec¬ 
tion of personalities who claimed all to be Conservatives. 
Mark Rose, a short and roguish former music teacher, was 
the ndp mp for Mission-Port Moody before resigning his seat 
in 1983 to enter B.C. provincial politics. He noted the vari¬ 
ous strains of the Tories extant: Red Tories, Blue Tories, Bay 
Street Tories, Right-wing Tories. 

He found, nestling within the federal caucus, dozens of 
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other varieties. He claims to have unearthed the following 
—and suggests matching with the names: 


ConciliaTORY: one who tries to get 
along with all factions 
MigraTORY: he moved to another party 
MandaTORY: has to be a Conservative 
or else the riding wouldn't elect him 
DefamaTORY: the MP who most 
criticizes his party 

ReperTORY: has the greatest collection 
of poems, jokes and anecdotes 
DormaTORY: he sleeps a lot in the House 
ConservaTORY: the poorest tipper in 
parliamentary restaurant 
PerfuncTOKY: the one who shows up 
least for votes 

OraTORY: the biggest mouth in the 
whole outfit 

PredaTORY: one who's always attacking 
the leader 

InflammaTORY: seeks to sensationalize 
triviality 

E xpla n c/TO RY : straddling the fence 
between caucus economic extremists 
RecTORY: progressive socially— 
regressive economically 
DirecTORY: speaks straight from the 
shoulder 

ReposiTORY: can really put away the 
groceries 

RegulaTORY: breakfasts on All Bran 
ReformaTORY: a former member of 
another party 

DerogaTORY: usually nasty with Pinard 
PuigaTORY: thinks it's only temporary 
ObservaTORY: now just sits there and 
watches them 

AudiTORY: listens, seldom speaks 
ContiadiCTORY: can't decide whether 
to run for leader 


□ JOHN GAMBLE 

□ ALEX PATTERSON 

□ PAT NOWLAN 

□ GORDON TOWERS 

□ JIM McGRATH 

□ PETER WORTHINGTON 

□ BOB COATES 

□ OTTO JELINEK 

□ BILLYURKO 

□ ERIK NIELSEN 

□ JACK HORNER 

□ MARCEL LAMBERT 

□ JOHN CROSBIE 

□ JOE CLARK 

□ STEVE PAPROSKI 

□ FLORA MacDONALD 

□ MIKE WILSON 

□ SINC STEVENS 

□ Allan McKinnon 

□ DOUG ROCHE 

□ PAT CARNEY 

□ donblenkarn 

□ bennofriesen 

□ JAKEEPP 

□ WALTER BAKER 

□ HARVIE ANDRE 
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Who knows what is a Tory? They would love to find out 
themselves. They even take surveys, which prove, as does 
the party's attitude toward women, that it is not really a mod¬ 
em political party. Indeed, a person who is not in favour of 
euthanasia, seal-pup harvesting, or being unkind to Girl 
Guides can only weep. One who supports blood drives, en¬ 
dangered species and mother 7 s milk has nothing else to do 
but put his or her head down in repose. Those of us who fa¬ 
vour a swift return of a Conservative government—as being 
the only chance of democracy being revivified in this consti¬ 
pated nation—can only watch and smite our brows in angst. 

The Tories, the dear, blissful, nearsighted Tories, continue 
to do it to themselves. Look at their survey of their member¬ 
ship, which indicates, sad to tell, the exact reasons why they 
have been out of power some sixty of the past eighty years of 
this century. They boast proudly about this autopsy, which 
proves all we have suspected about the Recessive Concerned 
Party. If the Liberals had stumbled upon this same evidence, 
they would have broadcast it on billboards with their liberal 
slush funds. The Few Democratic Party would send it abroad 
in newsletters. Why the Tories would willingly print for public 
consumption the unalterable proof that they are so, um, Tory 
will forever remain a puzzlement. 

The evidence in question is contained in questionnaires 
sent to the 650 delegates who attended the party 7 s policy con¬ 
vention in Toronto in the spring of 1982. A good sixty per 
cent of delegates filled in the queries, which means it is an 
accurate portrait of the party regulars. 

What they show is not just depressing. It is the proof, hand- 
writ, of why the Conservatives are in danger of blowing the 
large lead they have in the public opinion polls. It is evidence 
of a party with hardening of the creative arteries. The typi¬ 
cal Conservative convention delegate, it turns out, is a male 
between the ages of forty-six and fifty-five, who comes from 
Ontario and is against most of the advances of mankind since 
children were released from the mines. 

What the survey proves, of course, is what you see every 
day sit ting in the press gallery as you look down upon the 
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blue-serge-and-grey-wasteland of the Tory back benches. The 
minds are as grey as the wardrobes. 

It reveals that yer average Tory delegate sees no need for 
better job opportunities for women or minority groups. There 
are just three women among the 101 MPs in the party which, 
by all odds, should form the next government (if they don't 
publish any more surveys) — the smallest percentage of the 
three parties. There are no blacks in the Tory caucus, no 
Chinese, no representatives of the native people. Basically 
nothing but blue serge and doubleknit, with neckties, in the 
Gordon Taylor branch of the party, that are purchased in wall¬ 
paper stores. 

Tory Incarnate, according to the survey, wants Ottawa to 
cut spending on daycare, unemployment insurance, famil y 
allowances and job creation programs. It fits. He wants the 
government, naturally, to reduce taxes on companies. 

It is of no great surprise, of course, that it was discovered 
there had been a sudden influx of Amway distributors into 
southern Ontario ridings as Conservative constituencies se¬ 
lected delegates for the Winnipeg abattoir in January 1983. 
Amway, as we know, is the U.S.-based flogger of soap and 
cosmetics that features top American executives, our own 
corporate version of draft dodgers, who refuse to appear in 
Canada to face court charges that they bilked Ottawa, mean¬ 
ing the dumb Canadian taxpayer, of twenty-eight million dol¬ 
lars through duty dodges. There are one hundred thousand 
Amway distributors in Canada, a "reservoir," as Conser¬ 
vative MP Scott Fennell, chairman of the credentials com¬ 
mittee for the Ides of January, so felicitously put it. 

This country is run by a government that goes beyond 
the dictionary definition of arrogance, that is so contemptu¬ 
ous of the public, the press and thereby the whole political 
process that it deserves to be sent into oblivion for a good 
decade while it delouses itself, like a dog with a terminal case 
of fleas. 

If you believe in our system, you have to believe in a 
healthy exchange of power between opposing parties — as in 
Britain, as in the Excited States of America. The reason so 
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many people, young people in particular, are so cynical and 
uncaring about the political system in this country is that 
one party is almost always in power, in constant control of 
the leverages of patronage, rewards and punishments, the bas¬ 
tions for hacks and toadies. 

Anyone with any sense of fair play wants the Tories to 
have their turn, their chance to appoint their hacks and toad¬ 
ies for a change, a move that would bring an entirely new 
supply of supplicants into the stale, mouldy Ottawa structure. 

Instead? Instead we have an opposition party whose party 
regulars, meaning the party regulars at the party's policy con¬ 
vention in the Skyline Hotel on Toronto's fringe funch circuit, 
are proven to be retarded in their social conscience. 

They are, by their own words in this survey, against in¬ 
creased spending on hospital care, medicare, post-secondary 
education and the poor. We would like to cheer for a Tory 
victory, but they really do make it difficult for us. 

There are even personifications of their survey, like cut¬ 
out dolls, residing in their caucus. To the left of speaker Jeanne 
Sauve, in the Tory back row, his shoulders brushing the 
curtains, there stands an angry man. His mouth is grim, his 
voice is urgent and raspish, like a cross-cut saw in need of 
oil. His suit is of that light hue favoured by businessmen in 
small Alberta towns, his tie shrieks for attention and affec¬ 
tion, as if it needs stroking so it will lie down. 

This is Gordon Taylor, the MP for Bow River, a man who 
is indignant most all of the time. He is forever on his feet, 
demanding answers, clarifications, explanations and apolo¬ 
gies for the urgent and pressing matters that make him so 
impatient and upset. Gordon Taylor has spoken on 326 differ¬ 
ent subjects in the Commons between 1980 and 1982. 

He has spoken on abortion, acid rain, disabled passengers 
on Air Canada, Bank of Canada Governor Gerald Bouey's 
salary, barley, beef, CN Express closures, the Calgary airport, 
capital punishment, children, Chinese-Canadians, farm 
labour, fishing vessels and Terry Fox. 

He is an expert on government (dictatorial and power- 
hungry), grain elevators, gun control, kidnapping, livestock. 
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metric conversion, NATO, the official languages policy and 
penitentiaries (Drumheller). 

He wants to know about the Pest Control Products Bill, 
the Falkland Islands, postal rates, railway branch lines, rcmp 
contracts, the Safe Containers Convention Bill, the tobacco 
excise tax, young offenders, House of Commons' alcohol ex¬ 
penditures and the CBC. 

Gordon Taylor is seventy-three. He was first elected to 
the Alberta legislature in 1940, as a Social Creditor, and was 
elected nine times thereafter. 

MR.TAYLOR: We are prepared to stay here longer if 
necessary. But now for the first time in the history of 
Canada the government brings in closure. Maybe we 
should not be surprised because this government is 
becoming more dictatorial all the time. As a matter 
of fact, why should we be surprised because this gov¬ 
ernment has a dictator as a leader{ 

Gordon Taylor sputters with rage every day from his bas¬ 
tion of democracy in the back row. His metal-framed glasses 
reflecting the television lights, he shakes his briefing papers 
in frustration at the enemy opposite, pleading with Madam 
Speaker to do something about the slide of civilization. 

MR. TAYLOR: What about the gun control he (the Prime 
Minister) brought inf Does he not want us to have 
any guns! There may be some reasons for that, but 
there is none to deny people the use of rifles and guns 
in this country. 

He was a school teacher but after the war purchased an 
established real estate and insurance business in Drumheller. 
Perhaps that is why Speaker Sauve recognizes him so often, 
feeling that he represents a certain slice of Canadian life that 
has a hearing through his inflamed oratory. Like John Gamble, 
he never grins, never laughs. He has the disposition of an 
untipped waiter. 
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MR. TAYLOR: I rise on a point of order, Mr. Speaker, be¬ 
cause during the first half of the address by the hon. 
member for Simcoe South (Mr. Stewart) the hon. par¬ 
liamentary secretary, the member for Ottawa Centre 
(Mr. Evans), stood outside the curtains holding his 
drink, I guess of coffee, and did his interrupting. If he 
is going to interrupt, the least he could do is follow 
the rules and be present in the chamber. 

MR. EVANS: I am not afraid of you, Gordon, not at all. 

The last angry man was a cubmaster, beginning in 1933, 
for sixteen years.He was also a scoutmaster. In 1931 he or¬ 
ganized and still runs Camp Gordon, a camp for boys not 
otherwise getting a holiday. 

MR. TAYLOR: Madam Speaker, the maps in question 
cost $5.95 from the Department of Energy, Mines and 
Resources. The photo of the Minister (Hon. Judy Erola) 
was included in the package. I admit that the Minis¬ 
ter has a nice body, but it is too bad it is connected to 
her mouth. 

SOME HON. MEMBERS: Oh, oh! 

Gordon Taylor is unmarried. He was the Whip of the 
Social Creditors in Alberta from 1943 to 1950 where, it is 
presumed, he developed his ferocious debating style. He has 
raised forty-five Points of Order in the Commons in the past 
two years. He has been a president of the Canadian Good 
Roads Association. He belongs to the United Church. 

MR. TAYLOR: Madam Speaker, I rise on a matter of ur¬ 
gent and pressing necessity under the provisions of 
Standing Order 43. Whereas the Quebec wing of the 
New Democratic Party, the Saskatchewan NDP, and 
the Alberta NDP have each adopted a resolution op¬ 
posing any form of unilateral patriation, therefore, I 
move, seconded by the hon. member for Athabaska 
(Mr. Shields); That this House urges the Leader of 
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the New Democratic Party to get out of Mr. Trudeau’s 
bed ... 

some hon. members: Order. 

The Member from Bow River, sputtering and tilting at 
some obscure windmill, is now a bit of a totem of the tele¬ 
vised Commons, his image on the TV screens of the land as 
the Tory nonpareil, the exemplar of all that is out-of-date and 
outraged in the party that is almost always out of power. 

The image feeds on itself, a party of the 1980s still seen 
by so many urban voters as containing too many leftover rem¬ 
nants of Diefencholia, filled with nostalgia for glorious times 
past. The party won in 1979 only because of the electorate's 
hatred of Trudeau but, sent back into opposition in 1980, 
has basically the same caucus, unsullied by conversion to 
modem times. 

Marcel Lambert, first elected to the Co mm ons in 1957 
and re-elected nine times since in Edmonton, still hangs on. 
George Hees, who seems like a tintype horn an old edition of 
the Tatler, plans to run once again in the next election be¬ 
cause he enjoys the game of the Commons so much. So many 
Tories enjoy the House because it is like a game of whist; the 
Grits use it as poker instead. 

The Tories are not real players in the game of life. They 
go about their business just slightly off centre, outside the 
circles in society that count. There is a fatal clue, attesting 
to the pitiful fate of this party of outsiders. The Tories give 
great parties: they are sentimental sorts, given to celebrating 
most any occasion, lonely as they are for any chance to clink 
glasses, smootch each other on the neck and generate tears 
over eloquently delivered toasts. 

This is most apparent to anyone who has had occasion to 
sup at the Albany Club, a well-worn Toronto retreat where 
old Tories go to die, or commiserate over another defeat — 
whichever comes first. It is situated just about at the point 
where King Street, in the shadow of the glass towers erected 
by the fish-faced bankers who run this country, begins to 
deteriorate, east of Yonge. 
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Finlay MacDonald's sixtieth birthday; a testimonial din¬ 
ner for Dalton Camp ; the tenth anniversary of the birth of 
the Big Blue Machine,- a commemorative dinner to recall Rob¬ 
ert Stanfield's charisma transplant — the weepy Tories love 
to don black tie and roll around on the floor in recognition of 
their past failures. As mentioned, all you need is the pres¬ 
ence of Madam Masochism, complete with whip and black 
boots, and the lads would be happy. They grovel in failure. 

The Albany Club, as one could imagine, reeks of dark 
mahogany, vintage prints and port as seasoned as Henry 
Kissinger's ethics. Dr. Foth's last visit there—by mutual con¬ 
sent—was not a success. The problem was the taxi window. 

The occasion was yet another anniversary of some forgot¬ 
ten bitter-sweet Tory moment in history that the inhabitants 
like to drown in sorrow. Everyone in Torydom was expected 
to attend and, for some droll reason, Hugh Winsor, the Globe 
an d Mail columnist who has now taken his dynamism to 
The Journal, and mineself were invited along, so as to lower 
the tone of the gathering. 

Stanfield was to speak, Camp was to speak. Fin MacDon¬ 
ald was to emote, former Stanfield speechwriter Bill Grogan 
was to insult Stanfield, Hugh Segal was to insult everyone— 
it seemed a typical Tory evening. Knowing the monk-like na¬ 
ture of these things, I hit upon the bright idea of bringing 
along the lovely Beverley Rockett, a fashion editor who is 
the second-best dressed woman in Canada, just to demon¬ 
strate to the Tories what they were missing while sitting 
around moaning about R.B. Bennett's bad luck. 

The taxi driver with whom I entered a financial transac¬ 
tion at the Park Plaza Hotel unfortunately seemed to have 
arrived in Canada that afternoon by parachute and was com¬ 
pletely awash as to Toronto's geography, points of the com¬ 
pass, street signs and directions. He could not find the home 
of my escort and, while lost and communicating with his 
despatch office, refused to shut off the meter. When this over¬ 
sight was pointed out, he grew surly and then abusive. Our 
relationship began to slip. 

Having finally retrieved Ms. Rockett, whose blue eyes 
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widened in disbelief when she saw the mounting score on 
the meter (she thought I must have driven in from Hamil¬ 
ton), our chauffeur then could not find the Albany Club, 
one of the more historic pockmarks on the cement face of 
downtown Toronto. The meter ticked on and on while our 
beaten-up taxi meandered the deserted concrete canyons of 
Mammon. 

By this stage, your agent, normally a man of the sweetest 
of dispositions, was beginning to grow a trifle irritated. It was a 
dark and stormy night and it was pelting rain. I suddenly spied 
the Albany Club, ordered our rebellious man to halt, flung a 
handful of bills in his face and, as we descended the cab, closed 
the door with more than my usual amount of vigour. 

A most unfortunate thing happened. The window, no 
doubt somewhat weakened (glass fatigue?) by my muttered 
curses, shattered and fell quietly into the back seat. 

Well, we made it to the gold buzzer of the Albany Club 
door, about fifty feet away. Arriving promptly, however, was 
the suddenly agitated chauffeur, who attempted to throttle 
Dr. Foth around the neck. This drew some attention. A crowd 
gathered. A street drunk, no doubt a law school dropout, ad¬ 
vised my assailant on the details of a street arrest. My terri¬ 
fied escort was advised to flee inside, to an establishment 
she did not know, to hosts she had never met. 

The taxi, by now rapidly filling with water, was aban¬ 
doned, as it turned out, in the middle of an intersection, in 
the middle of the streetcar tracks (Toronto being about the 
last bastion, this side of Vienna, that still retains trolley cars). 
A string of blocked streetcars piled up, while this mild legal 
dispute went on, the puzzled and fascinated passengers peer¬ 
ing out in the rain at the spectacle of my new friend grasping 
tightly the immaculate black tie of your correspondent, who 
was pressed up against the prestigious door of the Albany 
Club. 

At this moment, there arrived the cream of the Tory party 
of Canada — Premier Bill Davis, Robert Stanfield, Dalton 
Camp, Finlay MacDonald — all striding along King Street, 
resplendent in their formal wear. They brushed past without 
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a blink. ("I just thought/' explained MacDonald later, "that 
it was another Fotheringham gag, staged for the occasion.") 

My few friends within, delighted with the prospect of en¬ 
tertaining the charming Ms. Rockett uninterrupted, lost in¬ 
terest in my plight. Eventually, while the streetcars piled up, 
one of the few gentlemen among them, Mr. Art Lyon, a strong 
and silent Joe Clark aide who is a graduate lawyer, interceded, 
with the help of the Metropolitan Toronto Police, and a modus 
vivendi was negotiated. After I finally made it into the club, 
Dalton Camp said, "I've heard of Elizabeth Taylor's entrances, 
but this is too much." 

This, it must be explained, is a metaphysical contrast. 
The Liberal Party brass, encountering — on entry into their 
favourite club—a Richard Gwyn, a David Halton, a Knowlton 
Nash being strangled by a strange, unkempt man would have 
sprung to his defence, knowing that their own futures might 
be in peril. Tories, being above such low self-interest, were 
concerned mainly about the effect of rain upon their tuxedos 
which had been purchased in 1938 and were in immediate 
danger of disintegration. Wardrobes, almost as much as their 
principles, are important in the party of indigents. 

I digress. The Tories, when you view them up close — as 
they emerge from their many parties and policy conventions 
to decide whether they are going to have a convention to re¬ 
assess a leader that will then require a leadership conven¬ 
tion — are a scrambling pack of puppies, intermingled with 
aging and diseased mongrels of uncertain ancestry, ever on 
the alert for a new breeding formula, unaware at the moment 
that they must somehow import the female of the species. 

They are lovable to behold (and incredibly fertile copy if 
one is a scribe), always eager to supply a new conspiracy, a 
new plot, some new intellectual terrorist, some new way to 
snatch defeat from the jaws of certain victory. 

What is a Tory? In Canada it is a political child, face pressed 
against the encased glass of power, too wayward to find the 
key, desperate in the hope that the Candidate from Whimsy, 
Brian Mulroney, who has never run for nothin', can find the 
way inside. 
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O A Party of Losers 

“I am Oz, the Great and Terrible, ” said the little 
man, in a trembling voice, “but don’t strike me — 
please don’t—and I’ll do anything you want me to.” 


The Tory party, having been out of office federally for so long, 
is a party of losers. Its mass appeal now and perhaps its great¬ 
est prospect for the future is that with the euphoria of the 
Sixties over many people feel they are, and feel safer with, 

losers. PATRICK BROWN, ROBERT CHODOS, RAE MURPHY 

Winners, Losers: The 1976 Tory Leadership Convention 

Water finds its own level and a party that has been out of 
power for most of this century seems to attract people who 
take an almost perverse delight in losing. Perhaps Dr. Krafft- 
Ebing could have used his gifts on the Tories. They are the 
political version of sado-masochism, crafting their own whips, 
high black boots and chain devices that are usually seen only 
in the sailor-haunted bars of the Reeperbahn in Hamburg. 

Joe Clark has had sand kicked in his face his whole life 
and persists in coming back to the beach for just one more 
hotdog. Even Dalton Camp, who eventually supported Clark 
in Winnipeg and somewhat less enthusiastically in Ottawa, 
labelled his own election coverage, in his book Points of De- 
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parture, as "The Wimp Watch" and referred to the advent of 
Clark as "The Age of the Klutz." 

Erik Nielsen, who performed so admirably as interim 
opposition leader after the Winnipeg self-destruct, is a tough 
man who has never really recovered from the Campish- 
Torontoish tendon-cutting of his hero Dief. A lone man from 
the lonely Yukon, he was shattered by the tragic death of his 
wife and roamed Parliament Hill many a long grief-stricken 
night by himself, emerging from his solitude briefly to upstage 
new boy Mulroney's first day in the Commons' gallery by 
revealing he had married a Commons security guard (he had 
neglected until the last moment to let her know her wedding 
day). He's a hard man, hardened by too many years in hatred 
of the Natural Governing Party. 

Sine (The Slasher) Stevens is a financier who has never 
been accepted by the stem establishment of that arcane craft. 
He managed the remarkable feat, while establishing his short¬ 
lived and controversial Bank of Western Canada, of alienat¬ 
ing both Western Canadians (who viewed him as a Bay Street 
slickster) and Bay Streeters, who were suspicious of him. Per¬ 
haps he learned his rules while supporting himself through 
law school by working as a cop-shop reporter for the Toronto 
Star. He, of course, is greatly credited with triggering the 1976 
anointment of Clark by moving to him quickly after the first 
ballot (a then-prescient move that has looked less brilliant 
with the passage of time). In the 1983 race, he abandoned 
Clark and was with Mulroney from the be ginning . A man 
who apparently can pick winners, he remains someone who 
can never quite make it inside. 

Dief himself was the Guinness Book of Records mark- 
holder for losers, stubbornly running six times for office at 
three governmental levels and being defeated six times be¬ 
fore his first victory. His whole career in Ottawa, especially 
after becoming prime minister, was spent in shadow-boxing 
turmoil with invisible enemies. He liked being a martyr. 

Robert Stanfield — a dogged underachiever, a funereal fig¬ 
ure in blue serge, persisted for three straight losing elections 
against a trampoline artist who took delight in swearing in 
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public in both official languages and who mastered the for¬ 
midable feat of enchanting the public as first, a swinging 
bachelor, second, a devoted father and husband and third, a 
wronged single parent. There was no chance. 

As a gang, the Tories are still well-speckled by serried 
double-knit ranks of Dief's old Cowboys, whose basic philoso¬ 
phy of life is that they hate the CPR. (It is an admirable con¬ 
clusion, but lacks something as a rationale to go through life.) 

John Crosbie, hailed by so many as a tragedy because 
as possessor of the best mind in the party he should have 
been elected leader, is, one forgets, a Liberal who drifted to 
the Tories only through his hatred of foey Smallwood, who 
blocked his way to the top. Crosbie is a very bright man, but 
he fits into this pantheon of losers: a loser in one party, he 
bas sought succour in another—and has finished down the 
track there. 

There is the quintessential Tory — Marcel Lambert of 
Edmonchuk, known as "Piggy" Lambert to the kind scrib¬ 
blers in the press gallery. He was a Rhodes Scholar, nine thou¬ 
sand years ago; he was a Speaker of this here House of Com¬ 
mons (1962-63) and no one has ever paid any attention to him 
since. 

Allan Lawrence is another refugee of a sort—coming into 
the Tory caucus with great expectations after frightening the 
bejabbers out of the Big Blue Machine at Queen's Park by 
losing by only forty-fpur votes to Buttermilk Billy Davis in 
the Ontario leadership battle to succeed John Robarts. Full 
of bluster and no humour — a commodity he shuns as if it 
were radioactive—he puzzled both allies and foes in Ottawa 
with his stentorian ineffectiveness. As solicitor-general in 
that brief non-shining moment of the Clark government, he 
has since distinguished himself by hoping, in the Commons, 
that Clifford Olson, the B.C. mass killer, be allowed loose in 
the prison yard so fellow prisoners could finish him off. 

Dalton Camp himself was a Liberal, as he willingly con¬ 
fesses, going to the Tories only through disillusionment as a 
young man — and has been unable to gain a seat with his 
adopted party. The party that defies definition—the Piogres- 
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sive Conservative Party — specializes in refugees, waifs, 
lonelies and those who have been bullied. You've got to think 
about that a lot. 

Bill Neville, another original Liberal, was the chief-of-staff 
who provided Joe Clark with all those brilliant policy deci¬ 
sions that sustained the party in power exactly as long as it 
takes to produce a baby. "The Olympics can no more have a 
deficit," said Mayor Jean Drapeau, "than I can have a baby." 
Clark and Neville, innocents without a girth control device, 
should have talked to him. Neville was an assistant to Grit 
ministers Judy LaMarsh, Edgar Benson and Paul Hellyer be¬ 
fore fleeing to the Conservatives. In 1974 he actually ran 
against John Turner in Ottawa-Carleton, vigorously attack¬ 
ing Turner in a personal manner throughout and losing by 
10,940 votes (a "defeat that proved my loyalty, even if it did 
nothing for my intelligence"). His devotion to Clark as chief- 
of-staff was based on his hatred of the Liberals. That is not 
the most desirable (or useful) political motive. 

John Bassett, the powerful media baron of Toronto who 
stuck with Clark to the futile end, has himself been defeated 
twice, once in Quebec, once in Ontario. 

Hal Jackman, another Toronto millionaire who is almost 
as tall as Bassett, though perhaps richer (his arrogance does 
not have quite the same patina of humour), has a political 
record unblemished by success. He poured bundles of his in¬ 
surance money off the back of a tmck for three elections, 
attempting to beat Thumper Don Macdonald in Rosedale, 
failing each time. He early tried to back David Crombie for 
leader, undercutting Clark, but in 1983 ended up a strong sup¬ 
porter for Clark. You've got to wonder about that judgment. 

Peter Blaikie, the hypersensitive past party president 
who still goes to Victor Mature's tailors for his suits, is a 
two-time loser at the polls to the undistinguished Liberal of 
Lachine, Rod Blaker, a former hot-line host and a controver¬ 
sial figure in the dark corridors of Parliament Hill. 

Even the almost-famous Finlay MacDonald is a two-time 
loser at the polls, retreating to the backrooms as so many 
sophisticated Maritime Tories do, dazzling dinner parties in¬ 
stead with the eloquently phrased angst of sorrowful battles 
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at the polls up against the persuasive power of Liberal mick- 
eys of rye whiskey. 

Peter Pocklington got into Tory politics because of a losing 
battle with his creditors (disguised as the Liberal government), 
an instant millionaire who somehow maintained the image 
of a put-upon orphan struggling against unseen enemies. 

John Gamble, a tortured figure who was an invisible ci¬ 
pher in the House of Commons, never smiling once in his 
career, entered the leadership race solely for the psychic high 
—like a hit of cocaine to the personality—of getting national 
television exposure. He expired, in his leadership speech, in 
the beautiful phrase of Peter Newman, "blowing through his 
moustache, the madness of a hermit in his eyes." 

Tim Ralfe, one of the heavy hitters of the media mafia 
when with the CBC in the Ottawa press gallery, became fa¬ 
mous (and made Pierre Trudeau famous) for badgering him 
into the unforgettable War Measures Act boast that revealed 
too much of a Trudeau we never suspected: "Just watch 
me." The scales fell from the eyes of every intellectual in the 
land at that one. Ralfe, joining the floundering and confused 
Clarkians, became so bitter and undisciplined that even his 
press foes worried about his emotional rages. 

The late Claude Wagner was, of course, a Liberal, a Que¬ 
bec crime-busting minister, then a judge, before being per¬ 
suaded to become a Tory with the aid of a $300,000 trust 
fund that w;as arranged by Fin MacDonald and Brian Mulroney 
and administered? by Eddie Goodman. This was the man who 
almost won the leadership in 1976, blocked by the split- 
Quebec vote with the same Mulroney. 

Fast Eddie Goodman, the bagman who walks like a cher¬ 
ub? Defeated the only time he ran, his famed powers as a 
talisman and alchemist with the Big Blue Machine have never 
translated into great success in the muggy Ottawa sphere. 

Lovers of unconscious humour can always rely on Bill 
Clarke, the terribly earnest and pro-hanging Conservative 
MP from Vancouver Quadra, who is famous for his entry in 
Hansard: "While I recognize that capital punishment has cer¬ 
tain objectionable features..." 

The t supremely clever Hughie Segal, who failed in his pas- 
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sionate attempts to persuade Brampton Billy to run for a Tory 
leadership he never could have won, was engaged to Mau¬ 
reen McTeer before losing his thrust for the Ottawa-Centre 
seat. He retreated to be the brains behind Queen's Park and 
Mo met foe. 

These are all men, talented in their own way, in their own 
fields, who have one thing in common: they have been los¬ 
ers in their consuming goal to uproot the Liberals in Ottawa 
and to replace them with themselves. 

Who are they now led by? The one man who has cleverly 
avoided ever placing himself in a position to be a loser. Brian 
Mulroney, if you look at his career, has been a remarkable 
success: a poor boy who worked his way through university, 
shot upward through Montreal's largest law firm, met all the 
right people, became a crime-busting royal commissioner, an 
acclaimed business executive, the first man in Canadian po¬ 
litical history to capture a party without running for anything. 

His ability to charm individuals on a one-to-one basis is 
unquestioned. Whether he can translate that to a group, an 
amorphous group of grumbling and querulous failures, is com¬ 
pletely unknown. 

Beautifull The party of losers is now led by the one man 
who cautiously avoided the chance ever to have himself so 
labelled. 

There are two types of losers one finds in the midden of 
the Conservative wreckage: those who dig their own graves 
and those who have them dug for them. We have two exam¬ 
ples. 


Some eras shape the men who guide them; some men 
shape the times through which they live. Our time s 
cry out for a Leader who will respond to today’s is¬ 
sues by giving them purpose and direction. We need 
goals in which we can believe and a Leader coura¬ 
geous enough to forge a pathway to them. (Jack Homer 
campaign brochure) 

We accept our small historical moments where we find 
them. One catches and freezes in a moment of time the water- 
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shed events of our life. So, as an anthropologist fascinated 
with political life, we are grateful for the amazing public event 
encompassed by the blood-red walls of the Tudor Room on 
the convention floor of Toronto's aloof Royal York Hotel, 
which has witnessed many a birth and death of ambition. 

This time, January 14, just one month before the 1976 
Conservative leadership convention, it is the burial of Jack 
Homer as a serious political figure in Canada and it is sad to 
watch. 

At the back of the room is Homer's entourage. There is 
something flaccid about them. They are overweight, out of 
date, out of it. There is the strange phenomenon that one 
whole page of the slick brochure is devoted to the picture 
and biographical details of his campaign manager, Richard 
A.N. Bonnycastle, graduate of Ravenscourt School and now 
a director of the Toronto Star. A separate press release traces 
the modest lineage of Mr. Bonnycastle back to the Riel Re¬ 
bellion. It may be the only candidacy in the Tory race where 
the campaign manager is competing with the candidate for 
ink. 

As the cowboy from Crowfoot begins his act in Toronto, 
the reporters at the press conference stand with weary cyni¬ 
cism, nudging one another and sniggering at the accusation 
in the Homer press handout that Pierre Trudeau is guilty of 
"national socialism." 

Toronto regards Homer as a mbe, a redneck, a neander¬ 
thal and it's not often he even ventures into town. The exag¬ 
gerated image is unfortunate because Homer, when you sit 
down with him, is not really a yahoo. He is an intelligent 
man —not the low-browed hayseed painted by the cartoonists 
—and he has a grasp of events that would astonish those who 
write him off as a loud-voiced dummy from the farm. 

It's because he is capable of so much more that his perfor¬ 
mance this noon-hour is so ludicrous. Peering into the TV 
lights toward the sandwiches at the back of the room, he 
crudely hacks his way through his rivals. Paul Hellyer? 
"He isn't going anywhere." Flora MacDonald? Ah, the poor 
simple girl. The reporters name the rival, Homer has the 
appropriate insult. 
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Our next Leader must not only be a man whose vi¬ 
sion we share, he must know how to make that vi¬ 
sion a reality. In other times, a good Leader would 
have sufficed; our times demand a Leader who is pre¬ 
pared to don the mantle of greatness. 

The name of Claude Wagner is thrust forward. Homer goes 
off on a long detour about Watergate and how solid Republi¬ 
can citizens were the worst hurt by Nixon's lies and how we 
can't let a Watergate happen here. Are you suggesting/1 ask, 
that there is an analogy between Watergate and Wagner? 

Well, you see, Homer rambles about in best Crowfoot 
obfuscation, the Globe and Mail had that story on Saturday 
about Wagner "lying" about his famed $300,000 trust fund. 
But, fack, I persist, the Globe and Mail is not running for the 
Tory leadership. You are. Are you hiding behind a newspaper 
story? Are you saying Wagner lied? 

"If he doesn't tell the truth about the easy things, how is 
he going to tell the truth about the hard things?" The man 
who thinks he can lead a party waffles and rambles, sham¬ 
bles and shuffles, flailing all around him. 

Shakespeare has said: “Be not afraid of greatness. 
Some men are born great; some achieve it; some have 
greatness thrust upon them.” Our times do not thrust 
greatness on anyone; they demand it of the one who 
would lead us. 

Moving right along, fack, you have this phrase in your 
press release here. You talk about Mr. Tmdeau's "game of 
national socialism." Are you aware of the historical connota¬ 
tions of that phrase? You know, of course, that the National 
Socialist Party was the formal title of the Nazis? 

"Is that right?" asks Jack Homer. "That's very good. I didn't 
know that." 

There is a stiffening among the sandwiches. The CTV man, 
frantic, signals his cameraman to leap back to the camera. 
The Toronto Star man, who happens to be Jewish, his knuck- 
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les tightening on his notebook, says, "Could we get this 
straight. Are you saying that you did not know that national 
socialism was the philosophy of Hitler?" 

The man who would be king: "I didn't know it. I hon¬ 
estly did not know it." There is a long explanation as to how 
Jack Homer does not lie, Jack Homer always tells the truth. 
He didn't know about the Hitler connection, "but now that 
you mention it there are similarities." 

By now, the sandwiches are tense with vibrations. What 
did you say? "Well, there are similarities." He's not saying 
things are exactly the same but, you see, there is his brother 
Hugh Homer and while he is like Jack Homer, there is of 
course only one Jack Homer and can only be one, he explains. 

But there are similarities between the Homer brothers 
and now that you bring up Hitler and while I was talking 
about Tmdeau, "yes, there are similarities." 

By now the CTV man, sandwiches abandoned, is going ber¬ 
serk with hand signals to his cameraman. He resembles a 
beached yachtsman semaphoring rescuers. Jack, however, is 
unperturbed. Takes more than this to flummox a man from 
Crowfoot, Alberta. One does not know whether to cry or go 
into hysterics. This is going to be the champion of Western 
Canada in Ottawa February 22 when they count the ballots? 

Jack Homer’s vision, his experience, his accomplish¬ 
ments, his courage, the very man itself, are our guar¬ 
antee that Jack Homer is ready to don the mantle that 
he must wear as the next Leader of the Party and of 
Canada. 

Homer, or course, lost, never emerging from the grave he 
dug for himself. Another Tory hopeful started out with a much 
better chance. 

In 1967, editing a page of comment for the Vancouver 
Sun, 1 did a full takeout on E. Davie Fulton, then about to 
try once again for the Tory leadership, and asked a colleague 
to title it. (It is a classic mle of the newspaper business 
that one should never write the headline on one's own stuff. 
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Too close to the subject.) He decided on DAVIE FULTON: THE 
MAGNIFICENT FAILURE. 

By March 1982, the former justice minis ter of Canada and 
former B.C. Supreme Court judge was spending his week¬ 
ends in jail, in the Marpole Community Correctional Centre 
in Vancouver, sharing his time with bad-cheque artists and 
petty burglars. It is the most tragic story in Canadian politics. 

E. Davie Fulton was always destined for the top. His 
grandfather, A.E.B. Davie, was British Columbia's eighth 
premier. His great-uncle was B.C.'s tenth premier and later 
chief justice. Another uncle was Speaker of the B.C. Legisla¬ 
ture. His father was a B.C. attorney general and later an MP 
in the Borden government. 

The tall redhead from Kamloops was B.C's 1937 Rhodes 
Scholar and then a major with the Seaforth Highlanders in 
the Italian campaign, when he received a letter in 1944 from 
a prominent Kamloops Tory. It asked him if he would allow 
his name to stand for nomination as Conservative candidate 
and concluded: "We hope you will consider this seriously 
because, as a matter of fact, we nominated you at the meet¬ 
ing last night." He was allowed home on leave to campaign, 
whirled around the cattle ranges of the riding in his kilt and 
squeezed into the traditionally Liberal seat by 177 votes. 

When he entered the Commons, still full of the youthful 
arrogance of the Oxford Union and the fire of war, he created 
a sensation with his maiden speech. He became the first 
English-speaking Tory to deliver some of his speech in French 
and, ignoring the "truce" traditions of the occasion, attacked 
the prime minister so vigorously that he was interrupted 
eleven times by angry Liberal cabinet ministers. An impressed 
Mackenzie King leaned to his seatmate and whispered, "That 
young man will lead the Tories some day." 

He foundered on the craggy rocks of John Diefenbaker's 
jealousy. Before 1956 they had been quite close, Fulton re¬ 
garded somewhat of a Dief protege. Twice he flew to Prince 
Albert to deliver DiePs French speeches. When Diefenbaker's 
first wife died, it was Fulton who was sent by the Conserva¬ 
tive party brass to accompany the Prairie lawyer on the lonely 
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train ride from Saskatchewan back to Ottawa. It was Fulton 
who was the host at a dinner party in honour of Dief's sec¬ 
ond marriage two years later. 

His sin was running against Dief in the 1956 leadership 
race, and the obsessively suspicious man from Prince Albert 
decided he had to cut down this clever forty-year-old man 
with the growing reputation. Once elected in 1957, Diefen- 
baker tried to neutralize Fulton by making him Speaker. When 
Fulton declined and asked for Justice instead, Dief waited 
for five days before finally agreeing. 

He had attained more at an earlier age than any other Ca¬ 
nadian federal politician since Mackenzie King. "He felt a 
real pleasure in politics," Peter Newman wrote, "and genu¬ 
inely believed himself fated to influence beneficially the 
course of Canadian history. This was an unlimited man, 
strong in principles, outstanding in intelligence, and the best 
parliamentarian in the party." 

Fulton honed his French under the noon-hour tutoring 
of an MP by the name of Jean Lesage. He had a bipartisan eye 
for talent, attracting to Ottawa such aides as Marc Lalonde, 
Michael Pitfield and Lowell Murray. 

The more Fulton's reputation grew, the more determined 
was his prime minister to undermine him. Dief made Fulton 
the goat in the bitter loggers' strike in Newfoundland and 
handed his justice minister the humiliating demotion to the 
post-office-and-patronage wasteland of Public Works. 

A demoralized Fulton decided to burnish his reputation 
back in B.C. while the obviously doomed Dief regime slipped 
beneath the waves. He accepted the 1963 offer of a group of 
well-heeled Tory businessmen, who set up the "Fraser Trust" 
to guarantee him an income for five years to revive the mori¬ 
bund B.C. Conservative Party. 

The essential, for the Fraser Trust, was for Fulton, with 
his renowned debating skills, to get into the B.C. House in 
the first available by-election. An early opening in the little 
Rocky Mountain riding of Columbia, where an unknown 
Conservative had finished a strong second the previous elec¬ 
tion, provided the perfect opportunity for the onetime House 
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of Commons star to demonstrate his parliamentary skills up 
against the Social Credit woolhats of W.A.C. Bennett. The 
strategists of the Fraser Trust pressed Fulton to run. 

He refused, his pride and family tradition ins isting that 
he run in Kamloops against the well-entrenched and flam¬ 
boyant Phlying Phil Gaglardi, the evangelical speed freak. He 
was trounced, of course, the Tory revival was over before it 
began and the Fraser Trust never forgave. 

Davie Fulton, twenty-two years seeking the top, failed 
again in 1976 up against Robert Stanfield, incurring enormous 
debts in his lengthy leadership campaign. His law practice 
slipped. Putting up outside Christmas lights at his home, he 
fell off a ladder into manure-fertilized rose bushes, broke his 
leg, developed gangrene and almost died. 

He was appointed to the B.C. Supreme Court in 1973. 
Then came the first impaired driving conviction. Then pros¬ 
titute Wendy King, who brought down B.C. Chief Justice John 
Farris, published a book alleging that Fulton was another 
customer. An innocent Fulton, crushed by the publicity and 
a libel trial he had to endure before the case of mistaken iden¬ 
tity was admitted, went back to the bottle — and a second 
driving charge. 

He resigned from the Bench—before it was revealed that 
the man in Wendy King's apartment in fact had been Dave 
Rogers, an old Kamloops lawyer colleague who had not come 
forward to protect Fulton's name. 

The broken man, an admitted alcoholic, served his four¬ 
teen day jail sentence in Room 4 of the Vancouver correc¬ 
tional centre, a spartan youth-hostel-style old mansion where 
he had to share the chores—washing dishes, helping the cook, 
serving other prisoners or cleaning floors. 

B.C. has never provided a Canadian prime minister and 
E. Davie Fulton had a chance better than any. The political 
process broke his vast promise and, eventually, him. At the 
Mulroney convention in the Ottawa ice rink, he was present 
— seated in Joe Clark's box. 
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9 The Party of Grey and 
Blue 


“Why should I do this for youl” asked Oz. 

“Because you are strong and I am weak; because 
you are a Great Wizard and I am only a helpless little 
girl” 


If you really wish to know the state of the House of Com¬ 
mons in relation to the real world, consider the fact that MP 
Pat Camey is the only mother west of the Lakehead. That is 
the best indication of all of the non-representative isolated 
male ghetto of the institution that rules us. 

If you really wish to understand why the Regressive Con¬ 
vertible Party lives so long in opposition—and often seems 
so content to stay there — it's because only three of the 102 
Tory MPs are female: Vancouver's Camey, Kingston's Flora 
MacDonald, Leeds' Jennifer Cossitt. 

It means more than you think as an indicator of why Her 
Majesty's Almost Loyal Opposition is so out to lunch when 
it comes to the true problems of the country, so trapped in 
the past in its views of how society is constituted and what 
moves people. The Tories, in the anachronism of the boys' 
debating chamber of the Commons, are dinosaurs within the 
museum itself. 

Canada, in its wobbling struggle from a rural hewers-of- 
wood country to an urban drawers-of-Perrier state, is uncom¬ 
monly brutish in its attitude toward women. As late as 1968 
—the year when the dream of Camelot had moved north and 
all heady idealism seemed possible — exactly one woman, 
Grace Maclnnis, was elected to the House of Commons. The 
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descendant of the great pioneering CCF family (her father was 
J.S. Woodsworth) was all that Canadian voters could muster 
to prove that a new day was dawning. 

Between 1921 and 1980, through nineteen elections, the 
Canadian electorate sent just sixty-eight women to Ottawa. 
Wars come and women can work in the factories but the 
political institutions, run by men, won't let them into the 
war of politics. 

One only has to gaze down from the parliamentary press 
gallery at the assembled vests and collected closed minds in 
the Commons to appreciate how successful the masculine 
clique has been in preserving for itself the game for grown¬ 
ups known as debating-chamber government. 

In the first fifty years since women were given the vote, 
some 6,845 people were elected in federal and provincial elec¬ 
tions in this country. Only sixty-eight of them were women. 

The number of women being persuaded to run is now 
going up—137 in the 1974 election, 195 in 1979,217 in 1980 
—but it doesn't seem to matter much. The figures show that, 
over time, 2.4 per cent of the candidates have been women,- 
less than one per cent of them have been elected. 

The Liberals, demonstrating their true beliefs, once ran a 
woman against the unbeatable John Diefenbaker in his for¬ 
tress of Prince Albert. Cannon fodder. The Conservatives, to 
show that they really appreciated their few female candidates, 
used one of them as a token candidate against the unbeat¬ 
able Pierre Trudeau in Mount Royal. 

There was the Tory-inclined lumber executive in Van¬ 
couver who, he thought jokingly, told a service club 
audience — thinking it was just between us boys — 
that "if God had intended women to be equal he would 
have given them brains." When your ink-stained 
wretch relayed this homily through a newspaper col¬ 
umn, the chap said to me, at the next meeting: "You 
bastard. My daughter is not speaking to me and my 
wife has cut me off." 

This relates, probably, to the celebrated dictum of 
the late Charlotte Whitton, the resolntely- nnmar riprl 
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mayor of Ottawa: "To be considered half as good as a 
man a woman has to be twice as smart. Fortunately, 
it's not difficult." 

The early, aggressive slogan of the liberation move¬ 
ment of the 1970s was that "a woman needs a man 
like a fish needs a bicycle." This has now progressed 
to the currently most popular rubric, Gloria Steinem s 
statement that "some of us are becoming the men we'd 
hoped to marry." I digress. 

The CCF-NDP, with its democratic traditions, has always 
been the leader in accepting women into its structure. Dr. 
Pauline Jewett and Margaret Mitchell, both from the Vancou¬ 
ver area, and Lynn McDonald, from Toronto, sit in the small 
NDP caucus. The Liberals, concentrating as always on their 
fiefdom of Quebec, elected ten women in 1980, including 
Speaker Jeanne Sauve. Three of them, Judy Erola, Celine 
Hervieux-Payette and Monique Begin, are cabinet ministers. 

But it is on the Tory side, the party that didn't know what 
to do with power once it stumbled into it—rather like a cow- 
plop—that the absence of women tells us rather more than 
we want to know. 

Flora MacDonald and Pat Carney and Jennifer Cossitt sit 
there, as strange and conspicuous by their presence as they 
seem out of place in a party that isn't really able to figure out 
what to do with them. 

In 1968, supposedly the year that we vaulted into mod¬ 
em politics, the pitiful Tories nominated only seven women 
in all of Canada. The Liberals and NDP managed thirty-six fe¬ 
male nominations, with Mrs. Maclnnis the only victor. 

The other parties started to catch on ; in the 1972 election 
they nominated seventy-two women. Five of them were 
elected. The Tories? Going backward, they nominated only 
six, Flora MacDonald the only one elected. 

By 1974, the Grits and the NDP between them nominated 
139 women, electing nine. The poor Tories, still struggling 
in another century, could find only eleven women to put for¬ 
ward at the polls. Flora again was the only winner. 

For the 1979 election, the two parties on the leftward side 
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of the spectrum nominated 195 women and elected ten of 
them. The Tories managed to get all the way up to fourteen 
electing Flora and Diane Stratas. (Jean Pigott got a seat in a 
by-election, but lost in the general election.) 

In the 1980 election, with the proud feminist Joe Clark in 
charge of the party, the Tories still could attract no more than 
fourteen women. Flora and Pat Camey were elected. The 
Liberals and ndp, more aware of what was going on out in 
the world, nominated 217, elected fourteen. 

The party has been a male domain because the males in 
it those who are elected and those who run it at the riding 
level—are not the type who welcome women in their politi¬ 
cal world. The Tories in the Commons are largely of another 
era, another space. In the last century women have come a 
long way, now striding, in their knife-edge trousers, out of 
cigarette ads. These Tories still have a dribble of tobacco juice 
oozing from their collective mind. 

Listen to Question Period. The Tory backbenches bristle 
with outrage at the Crow rate, boxcar loadings, picayune com¬ 
plaints and pettifoggery. It was a measure of Joe Clark's gath¬ 
ering peril that he was not able to change the character of 
this comfortable, plodding, out-of-date caucus. (Poor Joe, af¬ 
flicted with politicus interruptus, did have Jean Pigott, the 
Godmother of the party, at work devising a recruiting plan 
for women, but that ended when her leader tripped and fell 
on his sword in 1979.) 

Joe Clark, who is so young but seems so old, in two elec¬ 
tions was not able to attract the younger, vigorous types who 
now dominate the NDP caucus and mutter, impatiently, be¬ 
low the salt at the arrogant Liberal table. With the exception 
of Toronto s David Crombie, the Tories do not have a single 
new face from the large cities of Canada who could be re¬ 
garded as a modem man with modem concepts and a style 
that fits a changing world. A changing world involves those 
incomprehensible animals called females, who, if a party 
wishes to reflect society at large and thus gain power, must 
somehow be seduced into the system. 

The Tories, flailing away at the supreme hubris of a prime 
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minister who indicates he simply doesn't give a damn about 
the sensibilities of those opposite him, claim that all their 
problems are due to the autocratic manner of the party that 
lords it over them. 

That's not the essential problem. It is that the Tories, 
wallowing in self-pity, are not a modem party. One mother 
west of the Lakehead proves that. 

A female friend once explained a source of quiet rage that 
would surprise most Canadian males—who go through their 
three score and ten in a cocoon of contentment. It was, she 
said, sitting before the idiot box each night at ten — as she 
and her husband watched The National with its clips from 
the House of Commons — and seeing a sea of grey and blue 
suits. Where was the other fifty per cent of the population? 

Every night at ten, she explained with some bitterness, 
Knowlton Nash introduces to every woman in the land a re¬ 
minder of why they are powerless politically. A blue and grey 
advertisement for female impotence. 

The strange situation, which tfuture historians will puzzle 
over, is spotlighted even more with the situation of Britain 
giv ing a massive majority to the imperious Maggie Thatcher, 
known as the only real man in her Conservative government. 
The daughter of a grocer, with her haughty manner and con¬ 
crete hair, dominates British politics when the sceptered isle 
has never been more in need of inspired, tough leadership. 

The serious thumb-suckers theorize that the British vot¬ 
ers go for Attila the Hen because they have lost faith in their 
male leaders. If Britain's present monumental woes — anti¬ 
quated industry, sullen work force, urban riots, a poisonous 
class system—were produced by men, would women at the 
top do any worse? It seems unlikely. 

What is so inexplicable is that if the hidebound Brits can 
‘ take the large leap and trust women, why can't Canadians? 
Could any woman, even with their alleged problems with 
arithmetic, make as colossal a muck-up of a budget as Allan 
MacEachen? It is impossible to believe. 

Could any woman possibly be any worse than Pierre 
Tmdeau, who took only fifteen years to steadily and efficiently 
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wipe out the Liberal Party in the four western provinces, both 
federally and provincially? Obviously, no. 

This is not the moment to go into, again, the phenome¬ 
non of Canadians liking not only male leaders but profes¬ 
sional bachelors, like Mackenzie King and Tmdeau, or child¬ 
less men like Diefenbaker, R.B. Bennett, Laurier and Borden. 
(It has something to do with Presbyterianism, Jesuits and long 
winters.) More useful to contemplate is the fact that the Con¬ 
servatives and the ndp are in almost permanent opposition 
status because they can muster only six females in their com¬ 
bined total of 135 MPs. Even worse, three of those MPs —Jewett 
and Mitchell of the NDP, Carney of the Tories — are from 
British Columbia, which for the past fifty years has had the 
strongest tradition of female politicians in any province. (It 
has something to do with warm winters.) 

B.C. had a female Speaker, Nancy Hodges, thirty years 
ago, the first one in the Commonwealth, long before Ottawa 
got so excited about its daring appointing Jeanne Sauve. B.C. 
has the highest percentage of females in its legislature of any 
in the land. What it means, overall, is that for all the women 
in this country who do not agree with the lofty Liberals, from 
the Rocky Mountains to the Atlantic, there are just three 
women in the Commons: Flora MacDonald, Jennifer Cossitt 
and Lynn McDonald, all from Ontario. It doesn't strike you 
that any progress has been made. 

Israel, the most perilous nation on earth, trusted its fortune 
to a Golda Meir. India, the second most populous nation on 
earth, allows the wily Indira Gandhi to guide it. Britain, the 
mother of parliaments, puts Maggie in charge. (When the 
Polish Sejum [parliament] voted unanimously on July 22, 
1983, the thirty-ninth anniversary of the communist govern¬ 
ment, to lift martial law after 585 days, the Associated Press 
wirephoto shows that nine of the twenty persons seated clos¬ 
est to Polish leader General Wojciech Jaruzelski were women.) 
But Canada, the most cautious nation on earth, still doesn't 
trust its women. 

It's interesting that North America, the birthplace of the 
liberated woman, has the least faith in (or most fear of?) 
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women in politics. There is not a single woman in this coun¬ 
try in danger of taking over the leadership of a party at the 
federal level or in one of the major provinces. Rosemary Brown 
gave it a rattle at the last NDP federal leadership convention, 
and Iona Campagnolo would add some spice at a Liberal one. 
Otherwise, silence. 

The liberated ladies stalk the corporate halls these days 
with gold-embossed purse-cases. Their credit cards snap down 
smartly over the lunch check. They march off to Italy alone, 
they commandeer ski condos. They stride everywhere in self- 
confident pants, everywhere but into Canadian politics. 

They almost dominate the Canadian electronic media, 
from Barbara Frum to Elizabeth Gray, Jan Tennant, Hanna 
Gartner, Barbara Amiel, Helen Hutchinson, Mary-Lou Finlay 
—and most every local station you can find. Margaret Atwood 
and Marian Engel and Margaret Laurence and Alice Munro 
and Mavis Gallant have made an international cult of Cana¬ 
dian fiction. 

The real fiction of Canadian life — that women do not 
exist, do not form fifty-one per cent of the population—rests 
in Canadian politics. It's one of the main reasons for the cyni¬ 
cism and indifference toward Ottawa, with its outmoded 
ways, its Victorian traditions and tired stratagems of avoid¬ 
ing reality. 

It's why Canadian public life is so grey and blue. 

"The men run for office, the women run for coffee." It's 
been the standard complaint among the new breed of yo ung 
businesswomen trying to force their way into the party of 
double-knits and dangling participles. Clark, for his efforts, 
wasn't able to change the look of his caucus in seven years, 
through two elections. The females even now are looking 
with some suspicion on Mulroney, who has the air of the 
locker-room about him, his personal entourage remarkably 
intact from the college days of twenty-five years ago. 

"I don't preach equality, I practice it." That was the ex¬ 
planation Brian Mulroney gave when, after being elected 
leader, he made the surprise appointment of Janis Johnson as 
the new national director of the party. 
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A woman of high intelligence and great beauty, she is a 
stunning change from the usual pot-bellied party function¬ 
aries, smelling of old cigarettes and crisp slush funds, who 
ordinarily occupy that Tory post. By picking her, Mulroney 
was bowing toward a number of minority forces within the 
party. 

She is from Western Canada—Winnipeg—where she has 
been prominent in Status of Women work and was chair¬ 
man of Mulroney's Manitoba campaign committee. She is 
divorced (married formerly to the rollicking Frank Moores, 
when he was premier of Newfoundland). She is a single parent. 
She comes with strong ethnic credentials—the family roots 
are in the Icelandic stronghold of Gimli and the bloodline 
can be traced to Viking royalty. She is young, at thirty-seven 
a generational jump from the usual cut of fogeys found in her 
,new chair. And she is a Red Tory—father Dr. George Johnson 
was a hugely popular family physician who was known as 
the conscience of Duff Roblin's Manitoba government, intro¬ 
duced medicare to that province and was thought of, by some, 
as the only "socialist" in that cabinet. 

Although not widely recognized in the country as yet, she 
has known Joe Clark since both were Tiny Tories, working 
for Robert Stanfield in Ottawa. John Crosbie, remembering 
her talents from her Newfoundland days, wanted her to run 
his leadership campaign in Manitoba. She is probably Mila 
Mulroney's best friend and is one of the few close Mulroney 
advisers who can — undoubtedly because she's a woman — 
grow forceful with him in arguing when he's going wrong. 
Her admirers wanted her to run for MP against Lloyd Axwor- 
thy in Winnipeg and there are those who think she could be 
a future premier of Manitoba if she set her mind to it. 

If the bait of Janis Johnson can't lure more modem young 
women into the Tory ranks, Mulroney will be eternally as¬ 
tonished— an affliction that does not often cross that Irish 
face. 

Joe Clark had a reputation for liking strong women around 
Trim but, as the figures above indicate, he couldn't add to the 
meagre number of only fourteen females running for the To- 
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ries in 284 ridings. It undoubtedly had something to do with 
the confused and confusing nature of his leadership. 

Clark has a quiet but strong mother, the now-widowed 
Grace Clark of High River, who has that calm and resolve 
common to women who've been through the bad times and 
the good times in Prairie small towns. (I recognize it, because 
I'm rather closely related to one of the same.) 

Mrs. Clark, who once graciously and warmly welcomed 
me to her pleasant High River home where Joe grew up, has 
— understandably—changed her views on your faithful ser¬ 
vant as my dispassionate critiques of her son and his ill-starred 
leadership grew more candid. Now, at Tory conventions, she 
fixes on me a ferocious gaze that would pierce a crocodile 
and, whenever I see her approaching, I flee in terror, usually 
into blind hotel corridors or exits that turn out to be the broom 
closet. When Charlie Lynch wants to frighten me, he an¬ 
nounces Joe's mother is in the waiting room of our fifth-floor 
office in Ottawa, wanting to see me. I'm thinking of invest¬ 
ing in a parachute so as to make a quick escape. 

Maureen McTeer's strengths are well known. (Yet almost 
no one knows that the reason she kept her family name was 
to honour her cherished father, knowing he would be proud 
to have a lawyer carrying his name.) I am almo st certain that, 
had Joe Clark somehow retained his leadership after the 
Winnipeg debacle and the Ottawa guillotine, Maureen was 
planning to run for a Commons seat herself. He is one of the 
few men who could have absorbed that—and welcomed it. 
They had a plan. 

McTeer does not intend to pursue a career in law, after all 
her stubborn struggles to achieve her degree. I think she has 
raised her sights. There are tons of lawyers about. There are 
not too many women in politics who have viewed the centre 
at close hand, and with her determination. 

There is more iron in that woman, says Dalton Camp, 
than in all the anvils of Canada. Maureen McTeer is a special 
person, greatly misunderstood, probably a minu s to Joe Clark 
politically over the past seven years, a steely plus to him in 
the personal sense. Jo and Mo never looked better than on 
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the wilted evening of June 11 when they mounted the stage 
of the Ottawa arena together, took their lumps, looked the 
country in the eye and said farewell in gracious and dignified 
manner. While everyone else was kissing and hugging the 
dashing Mulroneys, Mila Mulroney approached Maureen 
McTeer in her ebullient European manner, primed for a hug 
or a kiss or some equivalent. Maureen intercepted the ex¬ 
change with a stiff handshake, on national TV, that would 
have rocked the backbone of a stevedore. The outgoing MM 
meets the incoming MM. No bullshit. Straight goods. She 
does not compromise. 

Maureen McTeer has been misunderstood because the icy 
manner has been contrived to cover a passionate interior. She 
cares almost too much to be in politics. The 1979 defeat seared 
deeply. I have seen her, over lunch, breaking into tears as she 
talks about the imfaimess of the Liberal manipulators who 
sandbagged her husband. She cries too much. Women in poli¬ 
tics who care that deeply do not last. Thus: the glacial man¬ 
ner to obscure what is beneath. 

People forget that Maureen McTeer was only 23 (14 years 
her husband's junior; the same age span between Brian and 
Mila Mulroney; Mr. Trudeau was some 30 years older than 
his bride; is there a male need to dominate here?) when Joe 
Clark became leader in 1976.1 remember turning to my buddy 
Marjorie Nichols, as the couple mounted the victory podium 
and remarking, "Looks as if she's borrowed a dress from 
Maryon Pearson." She was young and callow, though just as 
determined. Three girlfriends in Tory ranks eventually took 
her to Montreal, introduced her to the right shops and she 
has emerged in the past few years cool and assured in her 
appearance, a classy lady. When we meet, she usually says, 
"Still complimenting me and attacking my husband, Allan?" 
"Yes," I reply politely, stepping back smartly to avoid a knee 
in the groin. We get along, at a distance. 

The measure of McTeer's influence is not so much about 
her as about her audience (the Canadian voter). Particularly 
in Western Canada, a reporter in Clark's later years still heard 
the tired bromide about any man who couldn't control his 
wife (i.e. force her to take his name) couldn't be fit for prime 
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minister. She was in the forefront of the feminist movement. 
In 1976, it was news for a woman to keep her own name; 
today it is nothing. 

Frustrated by her husband's Winnipeg Abattoir-to-Ottawa 
Funeral gamble, McTeer had an unusual and daring plan. She 
was to run for Parliament (and probably still will), a plan that 
would have shocked but made eminent sense. A liberated 
woman a nd mother, married to a liberated man, she aimed 
to sit as an MP while he sat as Conservative leader and sup¬ 
posedly next prime minister. It would have done a lot to open 
eyes and lead the way. This is a gutsy broad. We will hear 
more from her. 

Flora MacDonald, the first woman ever appointed external 
affairs minister in Clark's hiccup-of-history 1979 govern¬ 
ment, says, "He is the first person I have known who is en¬ 
tirely comfortable with women in positions of equality." 

Jean Pigott, the self-reliant Ottawa executive who ran her 
family's baking business, was the fourth strong female influ¬ 
ence on Clark in his flitting flight through power. She steams 
into a room like a Mississippi river-boat, good-humoured and 
take-chargish. 

She was the "Godmother" of the suicidal Clark regime, 
given the assignment of drawing up meticulous and fair 
patronage recommendations, her now-famous yellow books 
chock-a-block with legitimate and deserving Tory names — 
all ready for elevation—until the Clarkians self-destructed. 
It's one of the reasons he was junked: party regulars never 
forgave him for not getting the boodle on train quick enough. 

Pigott herself, bitter at the accusations that she was to 
blame for the Clark indecision, deserted him in the leader¬ 
ship campaign and became a valuable member of the John 
Crosbie forces. At a crucial stage of the June 11 drama in 
the Ottawa Civic Centre, the Clark scouts were attempting 
to convince the Crosbie troops to come to them to stop 
Mulroney. A tired and tense Godmother exploded and ripped 
into the Clark emissaries, her frustrations at her one-time 
leader finally bursting forth in the steamy cauldron of Satur¬ 
day evening in an ice rink (this is Ottawa). 

Clark, though he couldn't attract more bright women as 
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candidates, managed to place eleven women among the top 
twenty-five jobs in the party structure. Among them was 
Nancy Jamieson, an antic, very bright blonde who resembles 
Lily Tomlin in her after-hours conversations (she could do a 
Joan Rivers night-club act with little rehearsal) and possesses a 
dead-pan analytical gift denied to Clark's cheerleader senior 
aides. 

It was Jamieson, then only twenty-five, who startled the 
assembled brains of the Clark operation by quietly inform¬ 
ing them at a 7:30 AM breakfast meeting on December 13, 
1979—since no one else seemed to know—that their shiny 
new government was going to be defeated that night. "Why?" 
Prime Minister Clark asked. "Because," explained young Miss 
Jamieson, "we don't have the numbers." 

It was also Jamieson (by now policy coordinator for Pre¬ 
mier Bill Davis) who, while the Clark forces bravely predicted 
a safe margin at the Winnipeg leadership review, won the $350 
prize in the private pool conducted among CBC commenta¬ 
tors by predicting accurately that his approval would hit only 
66.9 per cent. 

At her private farewell dinner in Ottawa, before leaving 
for Queen's Park, Senator Lowell Murray rose to deliver a 
few sexist remarks about the personal affairs of the attrac¬ 
tive lady. 

Jamieson stood to reply and announced, "Oh, we're going 
to play hardball? Well, let's play hardball." She then described 
her introductory interview with Murray, then a bachelor. She 
described how she had purposely come in her slinkiest, with 
a sheer blouse cut to here, and how Murray had drooled, hardly 
listening to her pitch. 

"It wasn't until four days later," she explained, "that he 
learned I wasn't a twelve-year-old boy." The lady plays hard¬ 
ball. 

Assuming that as a Clarkian she needs a year on Elba to 
cleanse herself in the eyes of the Mulroneyites, she has left 
Davis to take a Masters in Business Ad min istration degree 
at Harvard. She will be a Tory candidate in a future election. 

So will Barbara McDougall, a forty-five-year-old with 
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infectious dimples who has been carefully preparing herself 
for an entry into the arena. She worked as a business journalist 
in Vancouver and in television in Edmonton before return¬ 
ing to her native Toronto and a powerful role in the well- 
connected Rosedale riding association, where parties around 
Hal Jackman's pool are guaranteed to wow young party work¬ 
ers. A former vice-president of Dominion Securities Ames 
investment dealers, she now does consulting on government 
affairs and financial matters. She is the brains behind the 
David Crombie Rosedale machine and has run his last two 
federal campaigns. 

A protege that Carney and Pigott have been nurturing, in 
their search to find the right stuff for this male-encmsted 
party, is Ottawa lawyer F. Jennifer Lynch, a thirty-three-year- 
old of prodigious energy. Blonde and lively, she starts oh each 
day by skipping rope for eight hundred beats, and once posed 
for a Participaction poster. She also runs an eight-body law 
firm out of a classy renovated house that is a bit of a local 
landmark and makes most every party in town. She's politi¬ 
cally naive, but they're working on her. Any party that can 
encompass Gordon Taylor and George Hees could use a few 
Jennifer Lynches. 

It will be interesting to see if the perky Sarah Bank, with 
her useful connections, will try for elected office in the new 
Mulroney era. A thirty-four-year-old food and personnel con¬ 
sultant from an established Toronto family, she made an auda¬ 
cious try for the party presidency in Winnipeg, supported by 
such influential party pros as McDougall, but was regarded 
rather nervously because her boyfriend happens to be 
Montegu Black, the older brother but second fiddle to the 
Teenage Tycoon himself. Comad Black. 

Regulars in a party that still includes men in that cau¬ 
tious combination of belt and suspenders understandably get 
antsy when confronted with the prospect of females who are 
not only young and pretty but rich too. It hardly seems, well, 
Tory to be successful. 

The Tories, being twits, may not be bright enough to glom 
onto a secret for their future. They are the party of indivi- 
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dualists. They have before them a new generation of women, 
spreading their elbows in the wave of feminism, who want 
to be recognized for themselves—not as an amorphous mass. 
The Liberals treat voters as putty, to be moulded. The "Pee- 
Cees", who are on a roll, have half the population before them, 
waiting to be wooed. Will they go for it? We shall see. 

The first woman ever to have a serious chance at being 
prime minister of Canada has had a surprising personal experi¬ 
ence with crime, scandal, murder—and betrayal. 

Flora Macdonald is the redheaded girl from Cape Breton, 
a custodian of a position on the progressive side of a conser¬ 
vative party—a wing protected by Stanfield and Dalton Camp 
and earlier by Gordon Fairweather and a few other enlight¬ 
ened men who did not want to see the party fall back into 
the hands of the Colonel Blimps. She probably knows more 
about the inner workings of the party—having run the head¬ 
quarters for nine years — than practically anyone else and 
has her contacts in all provinces — hence her knowledge of 
crime, scandal and murder. 

The betrayal, of course, came firsthand in 1976 in the Ot¬ 
tawa Civic Centre when, as the first female to have a serious 
chance of become leader of a party that was destined to be¬ 
come government, her scrutineers counted 318 Tory delegates 
filing into the voting machines wearing Flora buttons. When 
the first ballot was announced, she had just 214 votes — 
thereby initiating the now-established "Flora syndrome," 
meaning delegates who fake one way and vote the other, an 
understandably sophisticated outgrowth of our over-polled, 
over-entrailed leadership mania. 

The betrayal (which meant that Joe Clark, the only non- 
Quebec candidate finishing higher, at 277—the highest Red 
T or y — would obviously be the winner rather than Flora) 
crushed her and she still hasn't recovered. 

An angular girl of forty-eight at the time, she had done it 
all. The Speaker tossed mp Roch LaSalle out of the Commons 
one December day in 1974 for wearing a cravat, not a tie. No 
one dared challenge Flora when she first showed up in slacks. 
Now the female mps wear what they want. 
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Unlike most of those insular Cape Bretoners, Flora got 
out and around. She toured Europe, lived in Britain and, when 
she returned to Canada, purposely set out to work for a while 
in each province before setting out for the next. 

When she headed for Ottawa in 1956, seeking a job with 
External Affairs on the principle that it would probably lead 
to a lot of travelling, she got off the train, went in search of 
a YWCA and happened to go by the Conservative national 
headquarters. She wandered in, was put to work and stayed 
nine years. 

Flora as secretary eventually ran the Tory office and de¬ 
veloped an invaluable network of contacts across the country. 
When the increasingly eccentric Diefenbaker abruptly fired 
her in 1965, that solidified in the membership's mind that 
he had to go. It was Flora and her Maritime Mafia, Dalton 
Camp and the others, who engineered the dramatic leader¬ 
ship review that finally ousted him. 

Camp and MacDonald were quite a team. Dalton, the 
acerbic, debonair Toronto ad man by way of New Brunswick, 
with his scheming and elegant speech-writing. Flora, the in¬ 
defatigable organizer, with her fingers on key Tories in every 
province. They masterminded Duff Roblin's win in Manitoba, 
Stanfield's victories in Nova Scotia and a Tory win over the 
Liberals in Prince Edward Island. 

Bell Canada almost sabotaged another Flora coup when 
Camp gathered his anti-Dief plotters in Kingston to lay the 
strategy for the overthrow of the Chief. Flora's job was to 
contact Tories across the land to determine how many dele¬ 
gates Camp could count on. 

Bell Canada, however, grew quite alarmed when this un¬ 
married woman who had taken an apartment in Kingston 
immediately ran up bills of $500 to $600 in long-distance calls 
across the country. It took some explaining to convince the 
telephone snooper that Flora was not involved in another type 
of business. 

(Dief, the master of the heavy-handed double entendre, 
delighted in describing her, after he fell out with her, as "the 
finest woman ever to walk the streets of Kingston.") 
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After her time with Dief, she was one of the founders of 
the Committee for an Independent Canada and ran that of¬ 
fice for a year or so. In 1972, she was the only woman elected 
among the 107 Tory mps. She's straightforward and doesn't 
flinch. Her riding of Kingston-and-the-Islands contains five 
federal prisons. That's a lot of prison guards. But she remains 
resolute in her opposition to capital punishment. 

Almost no one realizes it, but she knows Vancouver rather 
well and has a personal experience that is acquainted with 
too much violence. 

When she made it to British Columbia on her know-your- 
Canada tour back in the 1950s, she became secretary for 
prominent criminal lawyer Tom Norris (later a noteworthy 
judge), in time to assist his defence of Vancouver Police Chief 
Walter Mulligan in a scandal involving senior members of 
his force. One senior officer committed suicide, another failed 
while trying it and Chief Mulligan fled to California — just 
in time. 

Flora, who seems to have a gift for flawed characters (Dief, 
Mulligan, Clark), moved over to B.C. Forest Products—just 
as that company became embroiled in the scandal that saw 
Social Credit forests minis ter Robert So mme rs sent to jail 
— the first cabinet minister in Commonwealth history put 
in prison for accepting bribes. 

In Vancouver, Flora, as a good Cape Breton girl, was in a 
Scottish dancing group. She danced, as part of an ethnic dance 
night, at the Georgia Auditorium and her regular partner was a 
policeman. 

The Scottish dancers worked hard and performed well and 
several days later Flora picked up the headlines to read that 
Constable Gordon Sinclair had answered a break-in call un¬ 
der the Granville Bridge, had stepped out of his car and was 
murdered in cold blood before he could draw his gun. His 
killer was foe Gordon, step-brother to Dave Barrett, later pre¬ 
mier of British Columbia. 

"And he was such a lovely dancer," says the redhead. 
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10 The Party Men 

“When I get used to my brains I shall know 
everything.” 


When you put it all under the microscope, examining the 
inner recesses of the political mind, you find that there is a 
disturbingly close link between the psyche of the Tories and 
the NDP. It is not, as political scientists instructing their uni¬ 
versity students like to think, a spectrum stretching from 
left to right. In truth, it is a circle, the reaches of red Toryism 
and socialism nudging toward one another. Not because of a 
Tory belief in the corporate wisdom of the state, but a belief 
in the stubborn dignity of the individual. 

The Liberal Party of Canada, not marred by distressing 
ethics, serene in the knowledge that its only principle is 
power, is never delayed by such bothersome indecision. 

It's interesting to consider why, for example, Brian Mul- 
roney failed at the Tory leadership convention in 1976. His 
organization, his persona, the smashing and dashing young 
ladies from Montreal who adorned his entourage—all were 
too embarrassingly successful for the quite modest, quite fi¬ 
nancially careful little delegates who had saved all year for 
that trip to the Ottawa Civic Arena. They were, when you 
examined them, rather close in bankbook, if not exactly in 
philosophy, to the social-worker class of indigents who popu¬ 
late ndp conventions on American Express credit cards. 
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The Liberals, loving slickness and power of success above 
all, would have grasped Mulroney instantly to their tax- 
deductible bosoms — a John Turner with an even more sin¬ 
cere jaw. The Tories, suspicious of a conspicuous winner, as 
witness their whole record this century, shied off—revising 
their opinion only after seven years of thinking it over. 

What distinguishes the Tory party, wandering forever on 
The Yellow Brick Road to oblivion, is the number of high- 
profile personalities who attach themselves, at key moments, 
to the struggling corpus. They stand out in the public eye, 
shout and argue on television, make the headlines with ridicu¬ 
lous or unproven charges. They are larger than the party it¬ 
self and the party often doesn't know what to do with them. 

John Bassett has the natural arrogance of a man bom to 
money and grown to six-foot-three. He has startlingly blue 
Irish eyes and eyebrows that grow like wild gorse on the shore 
of Galway Bay and could easily nest a covey of smaller game 
birds. (The only man in Toronto who is a fair match for Bassett 
in eyebrows, height, money and arrogance is Hal Jackman, 
another enthusiastic Tory who is also almost always on the 
losing side. The only other true contender in the eyebrows 
sweepstakes is St. Clair Balfour, chairman of the Southam 
newspapers, but he is a Liberal.) 

Bassett is the first man in the history of tennis doubles to 
win without moving a step to right or left, backwards or 
forwards, an affliction brought about by bad knees. He over¬ 
comes this small handicap by attaching to himself young 
road-runner partners. Usually former Ontario badminton 
champions, they are swift of foot and clock ten or fifteen 
miles on their odometers each match in relentless pursuit 
of the ball all over the court, while host Bassett, on his im¬ 
maculately rolled clay court at his summer estate, Tyrone, 
an hour north of Toronto, stands like the Colossus of Rhodes 
at the net, swatting down anything within reach, like a bored 
man squishing mosquitoes. 

After despatching younger opponents, Bassett, with vast 
amusement, wears his index finger to the nub phoning the 
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match score to anyone who he feels would find the result the 
most amu sing to the listeners—and degrading to the losers. 

Now sixty-seven and gleefully boasting that he collects the 
old-age pension from Ottawa (that wouldn't pay for his sun¬ 
tan oil), he is married to a beautiful blonde, Isabel, who is a 
quarter-century his junior. Bassett created the scandal of the 
decade for the Toronto society gossip set when, sixteen years 
ago, as publisher of the Toronto Telegram, he left his wife to 
marry Isabel, who was then a reporter in his newsroom. 

Carling Bassett (the only tennis prodigy in the world 
named after a brewery) is his granddaughter, and it is esti¬ 
mated by her agents that, at fifteen, she will earn $1.5 mil¬ 
lion from tennis and endorsements in the next year. When 
she made it to the Wimbledon quarter-finals, Bassett's CFTO 
TV station announced it would carry the match live at the 
unusual time of a weekday morning. When I said to Bassett 
that it looked like a personal order from him, he beamed and 
said, "Of course. What's the use of power unless you use it?" 

Carling's father is Johnny F. Bassett, the sports entrepre¬ 
neur whose first sign of talent came when, for a Toronto teen 
television show, he discovered the beauty of Carole Taylor, 
now Mrs. Art Phillips of Vancouver. He is married to Susan 
Carling, who is from one end of the beer-makers Carling 
O'Keefe which, when you think about it, is another merger. 

John Bassett was a major in the Seaforth Highlanders in 
the latest of the great wars and offered himself to the Conser¬ 
vatives immediately on returning in 1945. He ran in the Que¬ 
bec seat of Sherbrooke in the Eastern Townships, home of 
the family newspaper and the weekend retreat for the horsey 
Anglo set down from Montreal. He was defeated. 

By now a famous and powerful newspaper tycoon, he tried 
again in Toronto Spadina riding in 1962. He was defeated. He 
feels that if he had been elected he would eventually have 
been prime minister, since Dief was on the slide to the end. 
Bassett, who was quite close to Dief at one stage, says he 
has seldom seen "such an imaginative liar." 

When Joe Clark was elected, he sought out the advice of 


137 




the outspoken Bassett, who knew all the brokers in the party, 
before making up his cabinet. Bassett told him to make sure 
of the fealty of the established core of the party by, in a natu¬ 
ral move, making George Hees—who had won battle honours 
as an infantry brigade major in the war—the Veteran Affairs 
Minister. Also, urged Bassett, give the durable Alvin Hamil¬ 
ton "one of those western jobs I don't know much about" — 
responsibility for the wheat board. 

Instead, to Bassett's astonishment, Clark gave Victoria's 
Allan McKinnon (one of only three MPs to support him in 
his leadership race) not only Defence but doubled him up 
with Veteran Affairs. Bassett gesticulates in amazement. "He 
should have been inventing new portfolios so as to spread 
the rewards around. Not doubling up! 

"Christ! He made Allan Lawrence solicitor-general. If 
he'd been smart he would have made one guy solicitor ! And 
another guy general!'' 

Bassett supported Clark at the Mulroney convention for, 
he says, two reasons. He felt sorry for him because of the un¬ 
remitting press and opposition ridicule and he felt his con¬ 
duct was such that he deserved a second chance. He chuckles 
as he recalls that Clark didn't put into action a single sugges¬ 
tion he had made at their 1979 meeting. 

Like Bassett, Hal Jackman is a large millionaire with an un¬ 
fulfilled desire, for some strange reason, to become a lowly 
Member of Parliament. Why someone would voluntarily wish 
to give up a large home in leafy Rosedale in Toronto, where 
the rich interbreed, give up the clubs and countinghouses 
and the insurance industry to sit long hours in the House 
of Commons, listening to Gordon Taylor orate, and suffer 
through the insularity of Ottawa life, is a mystery. 

However, Jackman three times in a row tried to unseat 
Donald (Thumper) Macdonald in the Rosedale ghetto, fail¬ 
ing each time. Thumper, grown tired of the slo gging life of a 
cabinet minister and bored with waiting for Pierre Eternally 
Himself to grow up, eventually gave up the seat Jackman 
coveted and is himself back in Toronto, setting a record mark 
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for the slowest-starting royal commission in history, the pon¬ 
derous probe of the economy that will pay him $850 a day to 
figure out what was done wrong five years ago and that prom¬ 
ises to report, at the earliest, by the end of the century. 

Jackman, who is the Tory bagman in Toronto, agrees in ad¬ 
vance with Grit bagman Senator John Godfrey how much they 
are going to hit the corporate giants for, since this is the way 
our democracy is financed. They sometimes drive oh together 
to meet their "clients," bags in hand, one bleu, one rouge. 

As c hairman of the Empire Life Insurance Co., Jackman in 
1978 was backing tiny imperfect David Crombie for prime 
minister but then, keeping his political record unblemished 
with success, was a vociferous backer of Clark at both Winni¬ 
peg and Ottawa. 

It is not for a mere scribbler to know why, but there is 
something about politics that brings out, in powerful men 
like Jackman or Bassett or Conrad Black or Peter Pocklington, 
the same instincts that move rich men to treat sport fran¬ 
chises like tinker toys and to become boys again. One has 
only to gaze, with wonderment, at the spectacle of the elon¬ 
gated Jackman, in the midst of the frenzied cheering at the 
Winnip eg Convention Centre in January 1983, merrily whack¬ 
ing the banners of ABC (Anybody But Clark) teenagers with 
his own huge poster, trying to blot out their attempts to make 
it in front of the TV cameras. The impression, for all the world, 
was of a boy in his private school dorm, whaling away in a 
pillow fight—except that it was all being done by this fifty- 
fivish millionaire in the compulsory pinstripe uniform. 

Any discussion of the outstanding eccentrics of the Tory 
story must include Richard Hatfield, the quite remarkable 
premier of New Brunswick, the only bachelor among our 
provincial leaders. Stories about him fuel the late-night 
sessions. The most popular one currently delighting the 
cocktail circuit is the one about the night Dick Hatfield baked 
his cat. 

The story, which has been circulating and gathering cre¬ 
dence for some years now, has Hatfield coming home late 
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one rainy night to his beautifully decorated home in Frederic¬ 
ton to find his loving cat wet and bedraggled on the doorstep. 
Thinking to warm it, he turned on the oven and lowered the 
door to let out a shaft of heat. Being forgetful, he went to 
sleep, but was awakened in the middle of the night by an 
acrid smell. The cat, seeking warmth, had leaped upon the 
oven door, which snapped shut. Fricasseed pussy, as we say. 

Hatfield, defensive about the wide circulation of the story, 
says it is not true —although he does concede there is faint 
source for the true story. The celebrated tale, he explains, 
comes from when he was a boy. He didn't bake his cat. He 
did, though, put his pet rabbit in the deep freeze. I think I 
prefer the first story. 

The first remarkable thing about Alan Eagleson, the Finger, 
as he is known to millions of Canadians who witnessed on 
television his digital salute to the crowd in Moscow in that 
memorable hockey series against The Bad Guys—is that to 
this day he denies ever doing it. This is hubris supreme. All 
Canada saw it, but Alan Eagleson denies it. This is Eagleson. 

The second thing to remember about him is that at least 
until recently his ambition was to become prime minister of 
Canada. Humility is not his second name. In fact, he doesn't 
know how to spell it. If he ever made it, they would have 
to change the rules for table manners at 24 Sussex Drive. 
Eagleson at dinner is an unguided muscle, as noisy as a motor¬ 
bike-in-heat and as uncontrollable as a three-year-old. Host¬ 
esses in Toronto have had to have their entire drawing room 
ceilings repainted after his visits. His colourful use of some 
of the more basic forms of English would be more appropri¬ 
ate for longshoremen. 

Oscar Wilde said of Frank Harris, his outrageously behaved 
contemporary, that Harris "had been in all the great homes 
of England. Once." Eagleson, in his playful manner, is trying 
for the same record in Toronto circles. 

Several years ago, in a Broadway theatre, I was attempt¬ 
ing to enjoy Sugar Babies, the raunchy vaudeville musical 
that starred Mickey Rooney and the gorgeous sixty-year-old 
gams of Ann Miller. By halfway through the first act the en- 
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joyment of the corny jokes and the overdone ribaldry was 
hampered by the raucous laughter, at high decibels, emanating 
from the row behind. The author of the uncontrollable, non¬ 
stop laughter, who soon was gathering more attention than 
the action onstage, obviously was some rube vacuum cleaner 
salesman in from Omaha for a weekend in the Big Apple. 

But there seemed something faintly familiar in the sound 
of the guffaws, which were longer even than Ann Miller 7 s 
legs. I turned around. It was Eagleson with wife Nancy (the 
only person who can cope with his kinetic energy and four- 
letter approach to life). 

He has a lust for life, like Bassett, like Goodman, like Fin 
MacDonald — unlike so many dessicated Liberals in their 
six-piece suits, their eyes on an appointment to the Freshwater 
Fish Marketing Corporation. (It does exist. Based in Winnipeg, 
it contains eleven appointees, and refuses to divulge to a re¬ 
porter how much they are paid. Wonderful !) 

hi the 1976 leadership race, Mulroney-supporter Eagleson, 
as Ontario party president, managed to deny a delegate seat 
to rising newspaper chain proprietor Douglas Bassett, son of 
John, because he was suspected of leaning toward Claude 
Wagner. Douglas Bassett was understandably enraged. He was 
one-third of an info rmal power bloc, the other members being 
Fred Eaton, the brightest of the department store heirs, and 
Conrad Black. The Eagleson ploy helped nudge them—and 
their chequebooks — into the Wagner camp. When Wagner 
came off the stage in the Ottawa Civic Arena after his 1976 
candidacy speech, he hugged Conrad Black. 

By 1983, Eagleson had abandoned Mulroney for Clark, ex¬ 
plaining that the boy from Baie Comeau had had his chance 
to run in both the 1979 and 1980 elections and, by backing 
away, had disqualified himself in the eyes of the combative 
Eagleson (who was once Bobby Orr's mentor and protector- 
lawyer but now they have fallen out—they do not speak). 

Eagleson intruded himself in the 1983 race by stating that 
Mulroney had been "afraid" to run, his alleged source being 
a conversation over a dr ink in a Montreal bar with Michel 
Cogger, Mulroney's closest aide. This caused the usual flurry 
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of denials and countercharges in the public prints, always 
useful when the Tories are trying to hang in there together in 
front of the wondering public. 

The problem with the Regressive Convertibles is epito¬ 
mized by Eagleson, a flamboyant character who keeps his 
chin tucked in carefully when dealing with the Big Blue 
Machine, but erupts into a headline-slinger whenever a fed¬ 
eral leadership contest hovers on the horizon. The federal 
party, being weak, cannot discipline or keep under wraps 
powerful provincial brokers who are driven by ego and/or mis¬ 
chief. It is giddy with self-attention, the cake flying and the 
candles persisting in going out. 

Eddie Goodman is an antic elf, a Tory who got smart in 
1945 and has benefited ever since. Returning filled with 
idealism (he landed in Europe on D-Day> was wounded twice, 
three times was blown out of his tanks), he ran for the Ontario 
Tories and was defeated. He never made the same mistake 
again. 

If you're a Tory, you're almost always out of power fed¬ 
erally; better to become a backroom baron provincially in¬ 
stead. Fast Eddie is a pint-sized version of Jack Webster, vibra¬ 
tions jangling all the time. He cannot remain still, either his 
tongue or his mind. His motor is running constantly. 

His immigrant grandfather sold pots and pans from a horse- 
drawn cart. Today, high in the glass canyons of Toronto, Good¬ 
man has fifty lawyers, in the firm he and his father founded. 
His home in Forest Hill boasts a superb collection of con¬ 
temporary Canadian art; his estate in the Caledon Hills holds 
his riding horses,- his ski chalet at Collingwood overlooks the 
modest slopes that produced Steve Podborski, and the joint 
he shares in Palm Beach with his friend, Ontario Supreme 
Court Judge Charles Dubin, supplies his tan. Hustle and 
power-broking have their rewards. 

Fast Eddie is an example of the problem that plagues the 
federal Tories: most of their muscle is contained in provin¬ 
cial satraps, princes from the political boondocks. 

Goodman is an unquestioned power in the murkey back¬ 
waters of Ontario's Big Blue Machine, the operation that sus- 
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tains the longest reign of a democratically elected govern¬ 
ment — forty years — a record surpassed not even by the 
equally vigilant administrators of Albania. When a Queen's 
Park backbencher by the name of John Robarts was about to 
resign because he saw no sign of advancement, it was Fast 
E d die who worked his magic to persuade the austere Premier 
T ^gjip Frost to downgrade his feelings about Robarts' drinking 
and to put bim in cabinet. It was at Goodman's house that 
Robarts made the decision to run for premier in 1961. 

In 1975, Goodman was shattered when his twenty-year- 
old daughter Joanne was killed in a car accident. It was a trag¬ 
edy for Goodman; for Ontario it meant a seat-belt law. He 
went to Bill Davis, convinced him of the necessity, and Davis 
pushed the law through. 

It was Fast Eddie who put together the money that launched 
the Toronto Sun when John Bassett closed the Toronto Tele¬ 
gram and sold the subscription list to the Toronto Star for 
$10 million. He thus accomplished the unusual feat of mak¬ 
ing millionair es, through their founding shares, of two work¬ 
ing journalists, Tely stalwarts Peter Worthington and Doug 
Creighton. Former editor Worthington, who carries on his 
own the burden of turning back worldwide communism, 
wears his wealth like a packsack of lumpy rocks, not knowing 
what to do with it, slightly ashamed of it. He gazes askance at 
friends like Bassett, staring at them at length, wondering how 
to acquire the gift to enjoy his money. He will never learn 
the secret (just as Bassett could never unlearn it). Creighton, 
on the other hand, is slightly amused by the whole happen¬ 
stance and skates through life with a fey smile, like a man 
who has inherited a dirigible full of martinis and is not going 
to question the source. 

Goodman, the leprechaun with the lively grey matter, is 
an interesting mixture, an angel for the National Ballet, a 
founding member of the Committee for an Independent 
Canada (this being the only country in the world having to 
start a movement to save itself from Coca-Colanization) but 
a man who broke with Dief on the issue of nuclear weapons 
in Canada, Goodman being in favour of them. However, he 
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came back to be Diefenbaker's campaign chairman for the 
1965 election, wheeling and dealing in his familiar slush fund 
neighbourhood. 

Jimmy Johnston, the Tory national director, remembered: 
''During the campaign, from time to time, I would be hurry¬ 
ing about Toronto when a telephone call from Goodman 
would catch me. 'You've got $40,000 more. Spend it this 
afternoon/ he would say." 

Goodman, for all his involvement in the chauvinist play¬ 
pen of Queen's Park, has played a key, if not the key, role in 
both of the last two Conservative leadership battles. It was 
Fast Eddie as the bagman, as arranger of the important Tory 
slush funds, who made the arrangements, and carried through 
the payments, of $300,000 to Claude Wagner, the Liberal- 
turned judge, to come off the Bench and enter the Conser¬ 
vative Party in Quebec with Stanfield's approval—and event¬ 
ually lose, only narrowly, the party leadership to Joe Clark 
in 1976. 

Goodman has always refused all comment on his role in 
that caper, citing lawyer-client confidentiality. The point is 
that without Wagner to split the Quebec vote, Brian Mulroney 
might well have been chosen leader in that convention. (Even 
younger, even less experienced, even more vulnerable to the 
MacEachen-Coutts-Trudeau wiles, Mulroney could have had 
his career mined as quickly as was Clark's.) 

In 1983, it was Fast Eddie who was the strongest force 
convincing Bill Davis not to run for the leadership—against 
the gung-ho urgings of such as Hughie Segal, the shrewd 
strategist, and ad-man Norm Atkins, Dalton Camp's brother- 
in-law partner. It was sixty-four-year-old Goodman who per¬ 
suaded Davis (possessor of the happy home life that Robarts 
did not enjoy) that he didn't need the aggravation and hassle 
of Ottawa and its voracious rat pack of journalists. Mulroney 
might not be a leader today, and supposedly the next prime 
minister, if Fast Eddie had not laid his lisping charm on the 
inscrutable Davis. 

Therein lies the problem of the castrated federal Tories, 
importing their testicles every time they have an incestuous 
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leadership feud, bringing in the big biitter-and-egg men from 
the provinces to do tlie dirty work. They overshadow the 

feckless wonders of Ottawa. 

The Liberals, by c&itrast, keqp a rein on then personality 
wwidexkind. When John Turner, after leaving Trudeau s cabi¬ 
net in a huff (a huff with white sidewalls and a raccoon-tail 
on the aerial), delivered an "off-the-record" speech critical o 
his comrades at the Primrose Club and later distributed a 
newsletter nagging at new finance minister Jean Chretien, tn 
reaction was swift. John Turner, one has noticed, has not been 
heard from, in print or voice - critical of his party - since 

The Grits have a way of silencing then own. The Tories 

The Tories do, however, have personalities they try to hide, 
a contradiction in terms, somewhat like a charismatic Clark, 
or a humble Mulroney, a tall David Crombie, a^ contn e 
Peter Blaikie, a non-grinning Bill Davis hi 1976 the Midroney 
camp was terrified that the press would get wind of the tact 
that Peter White, a long-time Wagner supporter, had switched 
camps and was working for the boy from Baie Comeau. 
White's sin was that he was a partner, in ownership of th 
Sterling chain of small newspapers, with Conrad Black, 
whose eminently tycoonish image was deemed to be counter¬ 
productive. White spent the leadership convention m 
Ottawa's Embassy Hotel, the Mulroney headquarters, and 
he was registered in his wife's name. Mary White supported 

In 1983, White was still regarded as dicey material, as if 
he had been found radioactive by a geiger counter, andemerged 
in Mulroney's suite at the Chateau Launer only on the Satur¬ 
day night of the victory. 

The Mulroneyites are nervous about the press linking then 
tiger with corporate connections, and such dangerous names 
as Black and Desmarais are treated with the jumpiness en¬ 
countered with a mention of aids. 

One who is not hidden at all is the ineffable Finlay Mac¬ 
Donald, out of Halifax but now residing in the finest restau¬ 
rants and watering holes in the land, a man who looks like a 
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fonn er fashion editor ot Esquiie while possessing the tongue 
° f V /^ L His hair, formerly grey flannel, is now as white 

as that of Santa Claus — though the sixty-year-old Finlay is 
thinner. He escorts women young enough to babysit his suits 
and is never mussed, giving the impression at all times, even 
on the tennis court, that Fred Astaire is his tailor. 

MacDonald is unusual in that, considering the usual pig- 
stabbing nature of the party, he has been able to manage the 
dangerous portage through three leaders. He was a confidant 
and worshipper, of Stanfield. He came into the office of Clark 

and his Boy Amateurs—too late in the game to save Clark_ 

as a senior advisor on the way to the Winnipeg Abattoir. And 
Mulroney, discarding for once his locker-room obsession for 
good ole boys from campus days, has wisely hired the guile 
and case-hardened political smarts of Fin. 

MacDonald, whatever devious ploys he recommends in 
private to the slow-footed leaders he was early encumbered 
with, is most famous as a raconteur. A broadcaster by trade, he 
is one of those unusual men, in our illiterate time, who speaks 
m sentences and paragraphs. (He shares this gift with Dalton 
Camp.) You can actually hear the punctuation. When Fin sets 
out on a carefully crafted tale of political intrigue and treach¬ 
ery, resurrected from some dim Maritimes past, a listener 
has only to close his or her eyes and the ear can detect the 
apostrophes, commas, semi-colons, exclamation marks and 
parentheses that decorate the monologue—not to mention 
the hyperbole and irony that decorate the syntax. 

When one is trapped in a room with such Maritimes Mafia 
as MacDonald, Camp, Flora MacDonald (larded with a mo¬ 
mentary defector like Senator Alasdair Graham, a Grit with 
a sense of humour), one realizes why that end of the country 
remams so delightfully undernourished. In the Maritimes, 
they love to talk. (In Newfoundland, they love to drink but 
that's another chapter.) Flora MacDonald, telling the story 
of an ambulance filled with mickeys of rye whiskey (it was, 
um, election day) and driven by nuns is worthy of Mike Royko 
and his Chicago ward-heeling and judge-buying epics. 

It is clear, listening to these folk, why they are almost al- 
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ways out of power: they delight in talk, while the Grits, who 
mutter and shrug a lot, get on with the business of shivving 
their opponents and conniving how to ambush, on a budget 
vote, a band of innocents who couldn't organize a four-house 
milk route. It is also clear why Camp has retreated from full¬ 
time slavery in the Toronto advertising world to sylvan isola¬ 
tion in New Brunswick: he talks too well for the Big Lemon. 

The view from Camp's large, airy house with the tnangu- 
lar roof and the massive double-glazed windows drifts down 
over the eighty acres to the winter-grey trees and the restless 
white ice of the lake itching for spring. The apple trees out¬ 
side the window are brittle and wizened and one fears that 
the tiny birds, grateful for the March sunshine, will snap then 
frail branches. In fact, these trees will endure, as will this 
muddy earth and these people outside Jemseg, above Grand 

Lake, in the woods-and-water solitude of the lonely land called 
New Brunswick. 

Dalton Camp is the best-known politician-m-exile'cap¬ 
tive in Canada. While the civil rights people froth and foment 
about Soviet dissidents deprived of intellectual succor, the 
Tories' own version of creative starvation sits and crinkles 
his eyes with laughter and regards the world with expansive 
bemusement. In a nervous party still infested with cobwebs 
of anti-intellectualism, he exists as an abandoned resource, 
somewhat of an imaginative leper, allowed to meet his peers 
only under cover of darkness, a scarlet lady of the mind. 

The reason Camp talks so well, and writes so well, is be¬ 
cause of an athletic accident. Although he was bom in New 
Brunswick, he was raised as a boy in California and, because 
of long hours at basketball in shoes that were too small, devel¬ 
oped severe foot problems that put him in bed for nearly a year. 

His father, taking advantage of a captive mind, brought 
him six books a week—the classics of literature. Each week 
he would return with six more—first giving his son a quiz to 
make sure he had absorbed the previous six. It was a mapifi- 
cent opportunity to shape a young mind. Dalton Camp is the 
only person I have ever met whose brain was formed through 
his feet. 
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What has happened to Dalton Camp, scarcely a spent force 
at sixty-three, is illustrative of the sterile quality of Cana¬ 
dian politics in general and the Progressive Conservative Party 
in particular. (Those of us of Alice-in-Wonderland bent who 
have for years marvelled at the dichotomy of a party that can 
be both "progressive" and "conservative" were greatly heart- 
ened by Joe Clark's discovery while prime minister of a 
"deficit" that somehow could be "stimulative." For such 
small mercies are we grateful.) 

The Grits, if they had him, would secret Camp in some 
spare pad above a Yorkville boutique in trendy Toronto, redo¬ 
lent with Jerry Brown aphorisms and copies of The Village 
Voice. The Tories, secure in their masochism, content to con¬ 
front the electorate with teen-age versions of John Bracken, 
consign Dalton Camp to political Coventry, smug in their 
belief that humour should never sully the earnest intent of 
the party of losers. 

For the Tories, a sense of humour is a handicap, a burden 
generally left behind when one adopts the litany of conserva¬ 
tism. On Camp's mantel, above the double-faced fireplace 
that stretches from the expansive sitting room clear through 
to the dining room, there is a dreadful moustache cup of one 
John Diefenbaker. Camp, one understands, is a collector of 
kitsch. It is a work of atrocity committed by a luckily anony¬ 
mous Victoria artist who thrusts such abominations on Yan¬ 
kee tourists. Camp loves it. 

Wallowing in their hot tub of Western Canada, the Clark 
Tories were afraid to touch the Camp expertise. For one thing, 
they seemed tremulous about the Maritime Mafia. Camp, of 
course—despite the overlay of slick Toronto ad-man laid on 
him by Dief is a down-homer, the inventor and confidant 
of Stanfield. He's a New Brunswick apple-picker who has re¬ 
turned to his roots. Flora MacDonald, a Camp protege, is a 
Cape Breton product. Fin MacDonald, who was brought into 
the Clark office too late in its wrigglings to save the leader, is 
from the same Camp-Stanfield connection. 

In all, the Liberals seem more aware than the Tories that 
the Maritimes' main export is the brain drain, Dalton Camp, 
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because he is too bright and shrewd, because he writes an in¬ 
fluential newspaper column—and mainly because he has a 
Diefenbaker moustache cup over his mantel is sent to pur¬ 
gatory. His party contains its own self-destruct mechanism. 

Like the aborigine who went crazy trying to throw away 
a boomerang, the Recessive Convertibles can never quite get 
rid of Camp. The man who did the party the favour of be¬ 
heading John Diefenbaker has never been forgiven for the mer¬ 
ciful deed and large clumps of the faithful would still rather 
ingest sawdust than acknowledge a handshake from this 
political leper. 

Camp refuses to compromise, a man who does not so 
much flit on the edges of the party as hover over it, a bald 
hummingbird with heavy eyelids, a Liberal turned Tory who 
now operates somewhat as the deus ex machina of the New 

Brunswick underbrush, delivering zots of lightning in his pro¬ 
nouncements and assessments. He is regarded as suspiciously 
as the party's version of herpes, though half of the constitu¬ 
ents don't know what it means and, considering their aus¬ 
tere social habits, have little chance of coming within hand¬ 
shake experience of it. 

He treats the English language as a precious commodity, 
to be doled out in carefully balanced segments, a wise old 
jeweller polishing his gems. In his book Points of Departure 
(from a Karl Marx line: "Individuals always did and always 
do take themselves as points of departure"), he displays his 
usual delicate touch. Diefenbaker enters a hotel "like a smok¬ 
ing girandole." Camp spots Iona Campagnolo: "two blue 
eyelids, resembling lamps on some cruising celestial vehicle," 
George Hees "possessed a formidable capacity for unconscion¬ 
able insincerity." , 

Camp, of course, was an early authority on Joe Clark, tne 
aspirant who once so annoyed him—when the young Alber¬ 
tan worked for him—with his nervous interruptions. Camp 
found a "fierce discipline" beneath Clark's awkwardness. The 
key, detected in Clark's days as a student Tory, was that "there 
was nothing of him in excess." No one had ever seen him 
drunk. He didn't smoke. He wasn't boisterous or profane. 
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Hus blandness, this lack of "life's lumps and scars/ 7 even 
led Camp to ask whether there was ever a man who had come 
to power "with so little tutelage in compassion." (He could 
trunk of only one: Trudeau.) 

There was a long correspondence between these two men 
who were twenty years apart in age, as they plotted — one 
tihe president of the party, and the other head of the young 
Tones-how to get rid of Dief. The letters show the Clark 
passion for organization and detail but they also show the stu¬ 
dent politician "least liked the necessity of making a choice 
—the instinct for collegiality already discernible. He had the 
makings of a model chairman." 

Best of all, when the firestorm over Dief finally broke, 
Camp suddenly realized that Clark somehow was not in¬ 
volved. He plotted, but then carefully did not get hit with 
the splatter. Clark, whose whole life was politics, purposely 
stayed away from the famous and acrimonious annual con¬ 
vention of 1966 when Camp forced the issue, over a furious 
Diefenbaker, on a leadership review. If you were ever in a 
fight, says Dalton Camp, "the safest man around to hold your 
coat would be Clark." 

Camp s remarks about the "model chairman" were writ¬ 
ten in 1979 after Clark came to power and before he blew 
it. They proved to be, if meant as a compliment, a perfect 
description instead of the reason for the fall of the Clark 
government. Chairmen do not make good leaders, and while 
the young prime minister delayed calling Parliament for six 
months, while he fiddled with organization, while he delayed 
putting the patronage pork barrel in motion, delayed sacking 
at least a juicy handful of high swivel servants who were cov¬ 
ered with Liberal camouflage, the public made a gradual deci¬ 
sion that this was not a leader at all they had put into Sussex 
Drive but an expeditor, a head of a committee—a rbairmar. 
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PART THREE 


Wizards and Witches 





11 East and West 


“The Witches of the East and West were terribly 
wicked, and had they not thought I was ™°™ , 

powerful than they themselves, they would sure y 
have destroyed me. As it was, I lived m deadly fear of 
them for many years.” 


The Yellow Brick Road fans out across the land, marching 

controls the party, which is the P rob ^mV 

There are Conservatives m Quebec, so lew that two or 
the party's candidates in the last election finished behind t 
S^Sos Sny- Despite Clark's claim to have raised the 
party's support to unprecedented heights in the opinion po , 
Kded whh one Quebec MP out of seventy-hve, fewer tai 
Dief fewerthan Stanfield. The lonely stranger is RochLaSdte, 
a mercurial nervous leaper who flits between having hi 

• a e Kts erased by a Muhoney-sponsored fund-raising din¬ 
ner^ ^den^^ Clark.^He is not a rock upon which 

yOU ^erotlo-Ses down on the ton in Saskatch- 
ewan suspicious of socialism, wary of Toronto, contempt 
ousof Ottawa, chary of the French fact. Urey wear theuttac- 
^tat^Uml inthe winter, waiting for the clean brea*of 
the Prairie spring so they can put their crops in, aware that th 
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cannot get the railwavc g nu W ^° mn t ^ le c °untry 

sb?S=*“ 

ssass^aflittssss: 

as Joe Clark is. ’ Y ' aS uncomfort able-appearing 

SSSSmSSSS; 

=1S2*r»^ 

Thl^iSL 7 ^" is wha * k - 

down in The VmLoTth?™™ “ l Lotusl “< 1 , hunkered 
underther^reofKlc^lSh ^^ ^ 

gives credit. Hey make uD he ewJh r ne,ther social or 
in the land, the others bei^^m^T?' 3 "'' 6 province 

NewBrunswick,N OT aS^^tlT^ 
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foundland. Only Manitoba's social democrats and Quebec's 
watered-down separatists are outside the fold. 

Provincially, Canada is Tory. It is when the party tries to 
step up into a higher league that it runs into difficulties on 
The Yellow Brick Road. 

British Columbians, one must understand, view all other 
residents of Canada with an attitude of intolerant puzzlement. 
Anyone so stupid as not to live in Narcissus-of-the-Pacific 
absolutely deserves the lousy weather elsewhere. The vaster 
forms of contempt are reserved, of course, for Ontario, the 
fading linchpin of Confederation, where all the bucks are 
siphoned and where, inside every office clerk, is a Comad 
Black struggling to get out. 

When a proper Torontonian male is nose-deep in paper¬ 
work at 5:30 PM quitting time, eager to earn the company 
bonus that will give him a swimming pool shaped like his 
ulcer, his British California equivalent is long gone into the 
hot tub, doing underwater research with his secretary on the 
specific gravity of gin. 

It was with some astonishment, therefore, that a reporter 
discovered the remarkable invasion in 1981 of the inner 
circles of the B.C. government by a clutch of Ontario Tories, 
complete with pinstripe suits and bumps on their knobbly 
foreheads that are meant to indicate intelligence and organi¬ 
zational guile. It was not so much an invasion, really, as a 
recmitment—a Lend-Lease program equivalent to the Mar¬ 
shall Plan, which rebuilt Europe after the war. 

The Big Blue Machine, for interesting and the usual devi¬ 
ous reasons, was trying to resurrect the fading reputation of 
MiniWac, the one and only premier of Disneyland-with- 
Mountains, Bill Bennett. If the socialist horde is beating at 
the gate — with capitalism in peril — who better to come 
riding to the rescue but Brampton Billy Davis, the man who 
has managed to reduce Canada's most powerful province to 
a parish pump? Who better indeed? 

What was happening was that Bennett and Social Credit 
had been so low in the polls and public esteem in the past 
year that NDP leader Dave Barrett hadn't had to open his yap 
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political science graduate, Bill Davis' man in eastern Ontario 
who was in charge of nineteen constituencies there, finger- 
lickin' Tory-pluckin' land. He used to brief Joe Clark and was 
campaign manager in Ottawa for Jean Pigott. 

Coming on the scene was Bruce Lane, a dignified wagon 
master (i.e., don't lose the luggage and lean on the press) for 
both Davis and Clark. There was someone called Dave 
Tkachuk, executive director of the Saskatchewan Tories, 
scheduled to become another of Bennett's boat people, dedi¬ 
cated to pouring burning oil and polls on the rapidly regroup¬ 
ing NDP. 

Now why, one might ask, was the juggernaut of the On¬ 
tario Tory boredom factor being unleashed on the laid-back 
electorate of helpless B.C.? As a result of the latest Davis elec¬ 
tion win, which has stretched Ontario Conservative rule past 
forty years, both Liberal leader Stuart Smith and NDP head 
Michael Cassidy gave up and resigned. 

With Tory premier Sterling Lyon, with his Reaganomics, 
headed for inevitable defeat in Manitoba to the wretched 
socialists, there was the natural free-enterprise fear (Allan 
Blakeney's NDP still then supposedly secure in Saskatchewan) 
that poor Peter Lougheed was going to be left a lone capitalist 
in a Western Canadian sea of socialism — as he was in the 
middle 1970s. 

Brampton Billy, with ineffectual Clark increasingly iso¬ 
lated within his own caucus, could certainly use a power 
base in the third-largest province in the eventuality that he 
would decide to go for the Tory bundle in Ottawa. 

Could the forces of free enterprise—emboldened by the 
odd couple of Maggie Thatcher and Ronnie Reagan — swal¬ 
low a match between the Big Blue Machine and the disciples 
of the A+B Theorem? Was there a capitalist conspiracy going 
on? Bet your sweet bippy. 

Now we have MiniWac, emboldened by the two per cent 
shift in the popular vote that gave him an increased mandate 
in the spring of 1983, out in hot pursuit of Ronnie and Maggie, 
attempting to establish new beachheads in dynamic cost¬ 
cutting. Battered wives are shoved aside, homeless children 
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in public except to yawn. It was the considered wisdom over 
the double-breasted Scotches in the Vancouver Club and in 
the tobacco-stained pubs where journalists hang out that the 
Socreds were dead. 

So Bennett, who doesn't know many people (when you're 
in a hurry to make a million dollars you don't stop to shake 
hands much), went back to his hometown Kelowna roots to 
dragoon a small-business friend, one Hugh Harris, a taciturn 
type who had a broken nose, a pipe and a tin suitcase. Over 
the next year, this wandering scribe kept bumping into him 
in the strangest of places — Ottawa dark comers, the shad¬ 
ows of the Empire Club, the speaking podium in the Royal 
York in Toronto where the elite meet to greet and gripe about 
the terrible state of affairs since women were given the vote. 

Hugh Harris, before his tragic death of a brain tumour, 
travelled about the continent for a good two years, studying 
political organizations elsewhere, going to U.S. presidential 
conventions — assigned by the granitically determined Mini- 
Wac to neutralize the famed constituency spadework of the 
most militant NDP movement in Canada. 

All of a sudden, there are quiet announcements. Patrick 
Kinsella, the gum who had given Bill Davis (finally) his ma¬ 
jority government in Ontario, is leaving Ontario to take charge 
—though no one will admit it—of the political organization 
of the woolhats, mouth-breathers, anti-vivisectionists and 
jumped-up used car salesmen of the Social Credit funny- 
money troop. 

This is the man who turned down the entreaties of Joe 
Clark to replace Paul Curley as head of the Progressive Con¬ 
servative headquarters in Ottawa. Why would Buttermilk Bill 
release his right arm to the kooks and strip miners? Read on. 

Next thing we hear is that Dr. Norman Spector, another 
recmit from Ontario, has been brought in at the assistant 
deputy minister level to be in charge of Bennett's office, a 
scene of some past confusion. He is, at this stage, just thirty- 
two and presumably has some beans, aside from a special gift 
for being a mole—early detected—among press types so as 
to rat back to his boss. Next to emigrate is Jerry Lampert, a 


157 





Bumaby-Richmond-Delta had the largest number of voters 
(eighty-one thousand) of any riding in Western Canada at the 
time. In 1974 he had the highest winning majority of any mp 
elected in B.C. He seemed to have everything going his way. 

Reynolds instead chose the low road, the shallow route, 
the hot-line philosophy of life. There are giants of Parliament 
Hill and there are Lilliputians. John Reynolds was horn 
Lilliput. 

He was as could be expected, a salesman—bom in Toronto 
but raised in Montreal where highschool didn't prove as en¬ 
ticing as a sales career at Woolsworth's. Later he was with, 
appropriately, Rust Craft greeting cards and then with some¬ 
thing called Ethicon Structures. 

He spent time in San Francisco and still brandishes that 
brash American self-advertisement glitter that made him ap¬ 
pear so strange in double-breasted Ottawa. He was all trendy 
sideburns and rakish good looks, somewhat rese mbling a faro 
dealer on a Mississippi paddle wheeler. He fitted his ri ding , a 
southern slice of Vancouver that displays all the acne of sub¬ 
urban growth — all that restless ranch-house ambition and 
wife-swapping, curling-club, credit-card confusion. John got 
his name in the headlines, and aren't headlines what politics 
is all about? 

He had the attention span of a hu mmin gbird. Disapprov¬ 
ing press critics would attempt to zero in on one of his spuri¬ 
ous issues only to find he had fled the subject, flitting off to 
yet another one-day cause. Mary Steinhauser, a social worker 
who had befriended prisoners, is killed by point-blank shots 
from guards in a hostage-taking in a B.C. penitentiary. 
Reynolds in far-off Ottawa suddenly has evidence that fifteen 
hostages were forced to drink "massive doses" of a hypnotic 
drug. How does he know? He can't say. Documentation? 
Whoops, it's tomorrow's paper and another issue. 

Howard Hughes in the news? Reynolds is suddenly the 
champion of a shady Hughes aide, John Meier, who is living 
in his riding and claims the CIA is spying on him. The RCMP 
waste three weeks looking for the alleged "spy" and conclude 
the whole thing may be a hoax. Four years later, the U.S. asks 
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are passed by, human rights considerations are stepped over, 
the snivel servants must be slashed by ten thousand jobs, B.C. 
must lead the way for the nation in roughshod government. 

And who showed up at the federal Conservative leader¬ 
ship convention, their noses pressed against the glass? Such 
pseudo-Socreds (Tories) as B.C. cabinet ministers Stephen 
Rogers and Brian Smith. They are among a number of eager 
political transvestites who attempted to arrange legitimate 
accreditation as delegates. Among those wanting such an ar¬ 
rangement was a new Socred backbencher, a man who, while 
he was an MP, distinguished himself. 

There are, at appropriate intervals, paeans of praise heaped 
upon certain individuals in Ottawa who are deemed the epit¬ 
ome of all that parliamentary tradition stands for. Whether 
it is Ged Baldwin or Gordon Fairweather or perhaps Stanley 
Knowles, the encyclopedias are hauled out to amass all the 
sterling qualities encompassed in an MP who is an adornment 
to the calling. There are a few paragons and they deserve to 
be recognized. 

Missing, however, is a compilation of the bad MPs, the 
true incompetents who in their own way have perfected the 
art of how to be an absolutely callow politician. I have a 
candidate, a man I will hold up and defend to the death as the 
nominee for the worst Member of Parliament of the decade. 
Voters, I give you handsome John Reynolds, the one-edition 
wonder, now residing in the B.C. Legislature! Behind the 
tinsel, here's the real tinsel. 

Who else had Hansard crammed with questions on air 
mattresses, the polar-bear protection bill, fire-extinguishing 
foam and Pierre Trudeau's car? Who ran the earliest and most 
disastrous 1976 campaign for the Tory leadership? Who con¬ 
ducted a one-man campaign to bring back hanging and may 
have blundered into starting a prison riot? Who dares doubt 
my choice as the title-holder, over the last decade, as Worst 
mp in Ottawa? 

The surprising thing about the man chosen for the honour 
is the direction he took. He was an energetic thirty when 
first elected in 1972. His British Columbia constituency of 
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for extradition for Meier, who is wanted on conspiracy-to- 
murder charges. 

Wherever there is a faint sniff of prejudice, Reynolds was 
there in a sprint, like a boar rooting out truffles. The thought 
of a French TV station in Vancouver (then the only link miss¬ 
ing the national network), of course, inflamed the Reynolds 
psyche. He took ads in the Vancouver papers, collected 
eighteen thousand signatures against the station and was 
prominent at the CRTC hearings, sideburns aquiver in his 
Cause for a Day. 

Hanging? The decision of the House of Commons, actmg 
like all civilized nations, was not enough. Reynolds urged a 
national referendum on the non-issue (at a time when all par¬ 
ties in the House, his own included, were trying to cool Rene 
Levesque's brave plans for a referendum on separation). Vet¬ 
eran journalists believed that Reynolds, by barging into the 
tense situation at the B.C. Penitentiary, may have acciden¬ 
tally triggered a 1979 riot that caused one million dollars 
damage. 

The most hilarious incident in the career of this over- 
reacher was when he viewed himself as a future prime ^bl¬ 
ister. The TV cameras were still warm on the night Robert 
Stanfield lost the 1974 election and Reynolds was announc¬ 
ing that the party needed a new leader, one more of the right 
wing. His sentiments may have been connected with the fact 
that Stanfield, no fan of the Reynolds' Woolworth's bra^hness, 
kept him so far distant in the backbenches that his styled coif¬ 
fure brushed the curtains and he almost suffered a severe 
attack of moths. 

At any rate, early in 1975 — more than a year before 
Stanfield was to step down—Reynolds became the first can¬ 
didate in the field, announcing a one-hundred-dollars-a-plate 
fund-raising dinner for himself in the Hotel Vancouver, chaired 
by a crusty Australian sea captain turned distiller and a for¬ 
mer hanging judge. When the one thousand putative guests 
turned out to be some thirty, the dinner was aborted and Can¬ 
ada lost another immortal at 24 Sussex Drive. 

There were further embarrassments. There was, for in- 
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stance, that curious trip to Washington State to meet Sena¬ 
tor Scoop Jackson, when Reynolds pledged to support any 
retaliatory legislation against Ottawa's Bill C-58, which ended 
tax concessions for Canadian firms advertising in the United 
States. Noting the Reynolds' quote that "most Canadians 
would support any American moves to straighten out our 
government," the Victoria Times sardonically nominated him 
tor patriot of the year. 

Handsome John, in fact, may be ideal for modem politics. 
He has no shame. It is impossible to insult him because lie is 
already headed off gleefully to the next spurious issue, good 
tor at least two radio clips and the street edition. Maybe there 
is, within the political system, a basic need to have men of 
shallow persuasion bouncing across the surface of public af¬ 
fairs like a skipping stone. The next time you hear all those 
service-dub speakers ramble on about the giants, think of 
the Lilliputians. 

Maclean’s magazine said, "In the world of politics, one man 
stands head and shoulders below the rest—John Reynolds " 
When I initially detailed many of the above activities, it was 
the first (and I believe only) time that Joe Clark, then prime 
minister, ever complimented me about anything. Reynolds 
was then a member of his caucus. 

Once Clark's views on him became apparent, Reynolds 
resigned to move to two higher callings, first as an open-mouth 
host on a Vancouver radio station and then into the food fran¬ 
chise busmess (hamburger, meet hamburger), and hence, into 
the mining market, where he became wealthy. He invested in 
a better tailor and acquired, along with more expensive shoes, 
a dignified tinge of white to his temples, and tinted shades 
that made him look like a minor league Hollywood star. 

On three days' notice, before the 1983 British Columbia 
election, he launched a surprise assault on the Social Credit 
nomination for West Vancouver, the Martini Mountain 
riding of Lotusland where those who do not have swimming 
pools on their yachts can usually fit their yachts into their 
swimming pools. 

The Socreds, of course, are merely the B.C. version of the 
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Tories, a populist mish-mash of evangelists, chiropractors, 
lawn mower salesmen and cold-eyed money men. The cold- 
eyed money man who fuelled the Reynolds ambush was Mur¬ 
ray Pezim, a flamboyant stock promoter who lives a life that 
would be rejected in a Damon Runyon tale as a trifle too 

Son of a Toronto butcher, "The Pez" arrived in the wide- 
open Vanc ouver penny mines market more than a decade ago 
with partner Earl Glick, both of them taking their alligator- 
weave shoes west to the relief of the Toronto Stock Exchange, 
which did not share their approach to life, love or their pur¬ 
suit of confused but financially secure widows. On Howe 
Street, home of the Vancouver Stock Exchange, Pezim and 
Glick were punned as Sleazy and Slick. 

The Pez, when he is not in trouble with regulatory au¬ 
thorities, casually makes and loses fortunes. He once went 
broke by bankrolling a heavyweight fight in Vancouver 
between Muhammad Ah and the ponderous if brave Canadian 
George Chuvalo, whose face was sliced into mince-meat by 
an elegant Ali with the distraction of a man with a rapier 
carving up a cauliflower. 

Pezim is now riding high again, controlling some fifty- 
seven resource-based firms listed on the VSE, delighting over 
the fact that he has zapped his TSE tormentors by grabbing 
the main part of the action in the recent heavy gold findings 
in northern Ontario's Hemlo field. He threw a flurry into that 
stalled "people's capitalism" giant, the British Columbia Re¬ 
sources Investment Corporation, by buying $3.1 million 
worth of BCRIC shares in a well-publicized attempt to gain 

control. . 

He has his own press agent, amuses himself by flying in 
people like Milton Berle and other Hollywood golden oldies 
for benefit roasts for his friends, and sprinkles champagne and 
cigars behind him like Oral Roberts moving through a crowd 
of supplicants. 

The Pez and his crowd of hustlers, packing the meeting, 
snatched the Socred nomination for Reynolds in the safe 

seat, and the tall Tory-tumed-hotliner-tumed-franchise-king- 
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tumed-Socred has now been placed firmly in the backbench 
in Victoria by MiniWac, Premier Bill Bennett, who knows 
bug-eyed ambition when he sees it. 

Watching all this with some amusement and narrowed 
eyes was the unlikely overseer of the Howe Street action, 
the Socreds' chief bagman, who wants to succeed Bennett as 
head of the party, and premier. He is Peter Brown, a former 
naughty actor in the stock market who is now the president 
of the VSE, a refugee from The Gieut Gatsby who creates new 
legends about himself at each Saturday-night party. 

He is yet another example of this weakness that plagues 
the Conservative Party: out-riders galloping down the hills 
at crucial moments can overwhelm the weak federal struc¬ 
ture. (It's why "outsider" Mulroney, carefully avoiding the 
ballot box all these years, was able by a stealthily planned 
strategy to capture the leadership from all the caucus can¬ 
didates — a remarkable feat when you consider it carefully.) 

Brown, from an establishment family (his brother, Alan 
is headmaster at St. George's, the private school for boys), 
has spent most of his life being outrageous. While failing to 
get a degree at the University of B.C. (he flunked his fresh¬ 
man year three tunes), he ended a hard-drinking party at his 
trendy coach house on prestigious Southwest Marine Drive 
with a tree-felling contest. One tree crashed to earth athwart 
the prized flower beds of neighbour Frank McMahon, the oil 
and gas tycoon. By noon the next day McMahon was on his 
doorstep: "I want you off the property by tomorrow. I've just 
bought this place." 

The Rabbit, as he is known, was dazzling a young lady, 
an aide to Senator Jack Austin, at a lunch at L'Orangerie, a 
Vancouver restaurant with a sliding glass roof that he helped 
to finance, when he noticed her Timex watch. "Let's see if 
the ads work," he said, removing her watch and dropping it 
into her glass of Dom Perignon, which he uses regularly as 
mouthwash. The watch failed the test so The Rabbit sum¬ 
moned the chauffeur waiting outside in his Rolls Comiche 
(brown in colour, naturally), who had to drive off to purchase 
another watch and have it back on the lady's hand in thirty 
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minu tes. This is the way we keep the socialist hordes at bay. 

One of Brown's party tricks, after downing his champagne, 
is to eat the glass. He owns seventy pairs of identical Gucci 
loafers. At forty-one, he is worth about ten million dollars 
and boasts that he has made two dozen of his salesmen in his 
Canarim investment house into millionaires. He is now open¬ 
ing branches in Geneva and London. He also collects the 
boodle that keeps MiniWac's Socred machine functioning 
and — like Mulroney — thinks he can somehow parachute 
in at the proper time and take over from Bennett. 

This is what keeps the national Conservative movement 
so sporadic and feeble-witted at election time, up against the 
constant pressure of the Grits. The Tories are filled with op¬ 
portunists like Brown, like Reynolds, like their Toronto 
counterparts, who want to dabble when the stakes are high 
but who do not put in homework overtime. The Liberals are 
professionals at politics. The Tories are still amateurs. 

Some of them live in Saskatchewan. 

In mid-July, after a soaking rain, the thrusting grain waves 
green and strong across the flatlands fifty miles south of 
Regina. In the hall at Rouleau, the three-piece band wears 
white shoes, red satin shirts and black vests. 

The occasion is a coming together of the glue that keeps 
this country together, the glue being the concentric circles 
of family strengths that bind and stick. It is a family reunion 
of three generations that were nurtured in the navel of the 
country, the wheat belt of Saskatchewan, the prime example 
that blood does run thicker than water—or grasshoppers or 
hail or Depression relief lines. 

Families' ties are stronger than armies' and fraternities' 
and clubs' and councils' and parliaments'. Forged through the 
ineluctable experience of Saskatchewan in the Dirty Thirties, 
they stick like warts. 

This reunion — forty-two grandchildren, fifty-five great¬ 
grandchildren—is what is left of the heritage of John E. Clarke. 
Bom September 21, 1880. Died 1956. His seed is sprinkled 
across the land. There is Dora, bom 1906. Then Irene, Edna, 
then a daughter who died, then Leslie, Ruby, Jack, Lloyd, 
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Harvey, Dick, Jim and finally Dale, who was bom in 1931. 
Mary Ethel Clarke, bom July 12,1885, died 1964, raised chil¬ 
dren for forty years on her husband's farm outside Heame, 
southwest of Rouleau. 

The Cactus Hills are to the west, the Dirt Hills to the 
south, the Big Muddy Badlands next to the North Dakota 
border. There was, on the Clarke farm forty years ago, a wind¬ 
mill that drew water from a well for the horse trough — 
nearly a half-century before the energy-panicky world decided 
that harnessing the wind may be one of the solutions after 
all. 

There are, in the preliminary layer, sons and daughters 
from Georgia, Ottawa and British Columbia. There are farm¬ 
ers still on the original family soil, optometrists, nurses, 
teachers, artists. 

On the second layer—their children—there are engineers, 
veterinarians, RCMP officers, school superintendents, social 
workers, dental assistants. The final layer down, there are 
personnel officers and students and babes — all victims of 
the cultural stickum to the sources. 

There was, on one side, the Webbs, from Bromyard, Here¬ 
fordshire, supposedly related to the Webbs, Sidney and 
Beatrice, of Fabian socialist fame. James Webb, one of the first 
settlers in Saskatchewan, lived in a sod house just west of 
Rouleau when the tall, untamed prairie grass was such a threat 
that uncontrollable fires swept through it. He plowed the open 
prairie with a team of oxen. Today, I note with great surprise 
and delight, his heirs sit in forty-thousand-dollar tractors and 
listen—their CB rigs on hold—in air-conditioned comfort to 
music coming from a CBC studio in Toronto. 

The Clarkes have that square, stubborn face that reveals 
they are from Northern Ireland. Surviving a shipwreck off 
Ne wfoimdland, they made it to the Ottawa Valley, then home¬ 
steading in Saskatchewan. John Clarke came from a family 
of fifteen. 

He arrived in Rouleau in 1898, went into the livery busi¬ 
ness, was a councillor for the first municipality (his prov¬ 
ince until 1905 was still part of the Northwest Territories). 
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He was a longtime reeve, a manager of soccer, baseball and 
hockey clubs (Ken Doherty went on to the Maple Leafs), a 
chairman of the school board, and a stout Tory voter most of 
his life. 

Ethel Clarke was a pillar of the Women's Christian Tem¬ 
perance Union. John Clarke and his seven sons, on special 
occasions, had a bottle of rye in the bam. It never got further 
than the bam. The WCTU ruled the house. 

There is, on this reunion weekend, a pilgrimage to a 
Sunday afternoon picnic nestled beneath ground-level heat 
in a leafy ravine outside Avonlea. It was Avonlea that spawned 
the famous four Campbell curling brothers, ten times win¬ 
ner of the Brier. 

The pickles, as always at any Prairie table, predominate. 
There are three twenty-five-pound roasts of beef, barbecued 
in two bisected oil drums. The recipe is simple: add lemons, 
twelve onions, twenty bay leaves, thirty cloves, two gallons 
water, one gallon wine, sixty peppercorns, ten tablespoons 
sugar, ten of salt, four teaspoons ginger, smoke chips. Plus an 
acre of pickles. 

It is, as it happens, a full moon. The banjo comes out, and 
the guitar, then the saxophone. Whey-faced six-year-olds, ex¬ 
hausted from dancing till midnight the evening before with 
adults who do not deprive children of adult fun, collapse face¬ 
down on blankets beneath the trees. The farm wives, greet- 
ing or departing, kiss you full on the lips in contrast to the 
tentative city custom of nervous side-long swipes at the cheek. 
The moon rises, the saxophone wails. 

It is not quite the same as Depression days when the stud- 
hero of the one-room schoolhouse wheeled his pinto pony 
stallion into the bam, as much the BMOC as today's greaser 
with his muscle car peeling rubber. It's hard to imagine any¬ 
one now spending his recess time snaring gophers by the neck 
with binder twine as they emerged sputtering and indignant 
from their drowned-out burrows. 

The heirs of John Clarke, while their wheat goes to China, 
Bangladesh and beyond, drive enormous machines that seem 
like moon vehicles — huge campers, gigantic ambulatory 
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homes that take them to Florida to flee the dreary winter. 
They have, with their prosperity, insulated themselves from 
their past, which may have seemed romantic to us but is 
merely a nuisance for them. It was character building, in that 
there was a lot of banjo playing, but no one would offer to 
duplicate the experience. 

I have some small personal interest in John E. Clarke. He 
was my grandfather. 
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X 2 The Land of Buttermilk 
and Money 

“In this country everyone must pay for everything he 
gets.” 


It must be understood that Dr. Foth regards the Forward- 
Backwards Party as a patient in need, rather like someone 
requiring a transfusion. I am, I blush while admitting it, the 
journalistic equivalent of the Red Cross. As the 1975 inven¬ 
tor of The Candidate from Whimsy, Brian Mulroney, I thought 
it only fair in 1983 to help my fellow Prairie small-town boy, 
Joe Maybe. 

In the March 21 1983 edition of Maclean’s, I submitted 
the incontrovertible truth that there were really only two 
candidates in the leadership race: Clark and Mulroney. When 
you come to think about it, there were only two men who 
had prepared themselves properly for the role of future prime 
minister—Mulroney learning his French in the street fights 
of Baie Comeau, Clark painfully and persistently learning his 
on trips to Europe, then by shrewdly marrying an ambitious 
wife who grew up with the language. (It was Keith Spicer, the 
first Commissioner of Official Language — and last witty 
Ottawa mandarin — who advised, accurately, that the best 
way to learn French was in bed. He has recently married a 
Swiss lady. We await the results. I digress.) 

I pointed out in this watershed column that Bill Davis 
was, in reality, a regional candidate, viewed as such in the 
rest of the country because he has never taken the time to 
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cast himself in a national image, let alone attempt a passing 
knowledge of French in a lifetime of aspiring to high politi¬ 
cal office. (Davis is such a small-town boy that he has his 
chauffeur drive him, practically every evening, back to his 
home in downtown Brampton, for fear he will be corrupted 
by the alien atmosphere of the Big Lemon, Toronto.) 

On March 25, on a Montreal radio open-line show, Joe 
Clark allowed that Davis, if he entered the leadership race, 
would be regarded as "a regional candidate." His case was 
not helped by the Toronto Star, in a headline on his com¬ 
ments, Stating: DAVIS INEXPERIENCED CLARK SAYS. 

The fury in the Big Blue Machine was unabated. Their 
operatives regarded Clark as peanut butter unalloyed, but their 
chief—while tanning himself in Florida during Clark's plain¬ 
tive suicide in 1980—had been muttering unenthusiastically 
all along that Clark was his choice as leader. The "regional" 
comment finished that. 

A senior aide to Clark was asked later what had happened 
to the anonymous aide who had advised his man to offer the 
description of the Ontario leader on the Montreal radio show. 

"Too bad," the Clarkian man advised. "Nice young man. 
He would have been thirty-four tomorrow." 

It is not, I submit, my responsibility for the ultimate out¬ 
come of my free advice to those seeking the prime minister's 
throne. Brian Mulroney took the good doctor's counsel and 
ran, the Tory party taking seven years to accept the wisdom 
of the intelligence. Pierre Elliott Himself, with who-can-say 
what dire results, has never, in his fifteen years, such is the 
evidence of history, accepted my many urgings. If Joe Clark, 
in a fit of headstrong abandon, seizes upon one of my theories, 
surely the burden of blame should not rest on these frail 
shoulders. The defence rests. 

Joe Clark, whether he lifted the notion or not, was, how¬ 
ever correct in labelling Davis as a "regional candidate." West¬ 
ern Canada dislikes him, for rational reasons (his benign ne¬ 
glect of Clark in the 1980 loss, his anti-Alberta stance on 
energy) and for the usual irrational ones (anyone tainted with 
the brush of Toronto obviously must be deeply flawed). 
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Quebec had no time for Davis (who in truth is a regional 
politician within a region). His cherished links with small¬ 
town Brampton — while sustaining in him the links to the 
seed of Ontario Toryism—have made him a smaller man in 
the Canadian perspective. He dissipated—unconsciously, be¬ 
cause of his chauvinism —the Confederation linchpin role 
with Quebec that his predecessor, the admirable John Robarts, 
so nurtured. 

When one considers it, it is unconscionable that the pre¬ 
mier of the largest and richest province in Canada, cheek- 
and-jowl with Quebec, could with an unknowing contempt 
reach the age of fifty-three without even attempting a Mickey 
Mouse Berlitz command of a few French phrases. One has 
only to put oneself into the mental apparatus of the thought¬ 
ful QuebeCois to know what that indicates. 

The suspiciously timed announcement of the Davis gov¬ 
ernment that it would put into full legislative vigour the miss¬ 
ing parts of the rights for francophones merely added to the 
Quebec cynicism about Davis. Ontario suddenly announced 
it would extend the rights for an education in French to all 
francophones, regardless of numbers. Manitoba, with its 
small francophone population, by court order conforms to 
the new constitution. New Brunswick, acknowledging its 
Acadian minority, has volimtarily extended those righ ts 

Ontario, with its five hundred thousand francophones 
comprising the largest French-speaking co mmuni ty outside 
Quebec, has procrastinated on giving to them the same rights 
that anglophones enjoy in Quebec—until Davis's coitus in- 
terruptus leadership dance. The announcement from Queen's 
Park that Bill had given the okay to full provisions of the 
constitution only confirmed the feelings of Quebec intellec¬ 
tuals not to mention the even more jaundiced residents 
of the taverns that Buttermilk Billy was trying to feather 
his leadership nest. 

The man behind the omnipresent grin is the most cau¬ 
tious of men. He commissioned forty-eight polls before an¬ 
nouncing the date of his last provincial election. Canadian 
Facts, a Toronto market research firm, was hired in mid-March 
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to do a poll on Davis's national strength. A month later, the 
results were leaked to the Toronto Star. They showed that 
Davis would do better than Clark in a federal election against 
either Pierre Trudeau or John Turner. An unleaked part of 
the poll revealed that support for Davis was soft among Con¬ 
servative Party members. 

The Atlantic provinces? Hatfield would have supported 
him —courted support for him in his usual avalanche of late- 
night phone calls—but the rest of that neglected area of the 
world was decidedly soft. (If Western Canada is rigidly hos¬ 
tile to Toronto and Ontario, the gentle Atlantic people re¬ 
gard it as a Me Generation version of Sodom and Gomorrah, 
filled with people who probably kiss other men's wives on 

greeting them at cocktail parties.) 

Bill Davis didn't run, quite simply, because the numbers 
weren't there. Has he ever lost an election in his life? No. 
How would he know how to deal with losing? No one knew. 
Some worried. Eddie Goodman advised Davis not to run 
because, according to Hugh Segal, "Eddie didn't want the pre¬ 
mier to get hurt. Eddie worried much more than Norm Atkins 
and me about how well Mr. Davis would bounce back if he 

lost." , , x u 

An intimate provides an insight. He suggests that, alter 

three months of agonizing, Bill Davis made up his mind not 
to run as he was standing on a stepladder with a paintbrush 
in his hand. He was helping his son Neal fix up his house m 
Brampton. "I really think that's when it happened," said this 
close friend. "When he was standing there, brush in hand, 
grubby clothes, and a paint-speckled pipe in his mouth. I think 
that's when he realized what he would be giving up. 

I think not. Bill Davis made his decision, as do most cur¬ 
rent politicians, on the basis of what our modern alchemists, 
the pollsters, tell them. The entrails on the floor, stirred 
through a computer, told his boffins that it was not a cer¬ 
tainty he would win. Surely it wasn't worth giving up the 
perks of power of running the most important province ot 
the Great White North which, as we know, is made up almost 
exclusively of hockey and bingo players. 
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The hot-shot salesman is called into the supervi¬ 
sor's office, to be told that his billings are so tremen¬ 
dous that he is being given a promotion, posted to 
Sudbury. "Sudbury?" the hot-shot exclaims. "That's 
a promotion? The only things that come out of Sud¬ 
bury are hockey players and hookers." "My wife," 
shouts the supervisor, "comes from Sudbury!" "Yeah?" 
says the salesman. "What position does she play?" I 
digress. 

Whatever the reasons why Davis made his decision, the 
rest of the country had reason to be grateful. 

(It is never mentioned in print, but often at dinner parties, 
that religion is still a major factor—in politics in Ontario the 
last refuge in Canada where, if you can believe it, the Orange 
Lodge still holds a King Billy parade in downtown Toronto 
each July 12. The provincial NDP, under the leadership of the 
brilliant Stephen Lewis, from a Jewish family — son of the 
late David Lewis, leader of the federal NDP —reached Oppo¬ 
sition status. His religion was never discussed in print, only 
talked about in private. 

(Former Ontario Liberal leader Stuart Smith, by way of his 
Hamilton psychiatry practice, was out of the Montreal Jew¬ 
ish community, in fact was trying for the federal Liberal nomi¬ 
nation in Mount Royal in 1965 when he was suddenly shunted 
aside for a newcomer by the name of Pierre Elliott Trudeau. 
When the Ontario whispering campaign, among other things, 
did him in, he was fixed up as head of the Science Council of 
Canada, at $92,000 a year, by the government headed by Pierre 
Elliott Trudeau. 

(The most ambitious aspirant to Premier Bill Davis's bur¬ 
nished crown is the bustling Larry Grossman, given in the 
latest cabinet shuffle the prime portfolio of provincial trea¬ 
surer. He is clever, hard-working and very ambitious. The 
smart money around the Toronto dinner parties is that he 
will never make it against such rivals as Roy McMurtry (if 
he does not go federal), Dennis Timbrell, the De Gaulle-ish 
Darcy McKeough and, possibly, Julian Porter. Not because of 
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Grossman's abilities, but because Ontario would never ac¬ 
cept a Jew as premier. 

(When Dave Barrett was elected premier of British Colum¬ 
bia, the press—which has never once mentioned his religion 
in the election campaign—grew very ebullient about the fact 
that Barrett was the first "Jewish" premier in Canadian politi¬ 
cal history. The Globe and Mail, in an editorial, said that 
Mr. Barrett was "of the Jewish faith." Pierre Berton wrote a 
searing letter to the paper asking, "What is wrong with the 
word Jew? Hitler tried to turn the word Jew into an epithet. I 
had the feeling that he had failed abysmally. But a few more 
cop-out phrases like this one and some of your readers will 
get the feeling that you find something wrong in calling a 
Jew a Jew. There isn't.") 

Similar selfless acts of charitable men occasionally illu¬ 
minate the nation. Such an act came when Nelson Skalbania, 
the famed philanthropist, decided to remove himself and his 
leaky wallet from the Montreal sporting scene he so graced. 
Another example would be Harold Ballard, the well-known 
patriot, in determining that he would not move the Hamil¬ 
ton Tiger-Cats into their natural habitat, Varsity Stadium in 
Toronto. In future years, greying historians will accord them 
great significance for their contributions to national unity. 

In the same way, Bill Davis of downtown Brampton will 
be thanked for generations to come for his magnanim ous de¬ 
cision not to lead the Recessive Convertible Party to victory 
in the next election. By doing so, by tugging on his forelock 
and shyly backing away at the brink of fame, the premier of 
mighty Ontario has demonstrated something he has never 
displayed in his term of office—a concern for the country as 
a whole. 

Buttermilk Billy's candidacy—so pushed by his acolytes 
Norm Atkins and Hugh Segal in the Dalton Camp ad agency 
(Camp being stuck with Clark) who lusted to run Ottawa, 
and by all his key ministers, who wanted his job — would 
have done a number of things. 

Just at a time when the incredibly self-destructive Tories 
had fumbled their way to a fifty-two-per-cent approval by the 
Canadian electorate, it would have induced internecine re- 
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gional blood-letting, causing Prince Peter Lougheed (who has 
good reason to be livid over tumcoat-Davis's cynical leaping 
into bed with Trudeau over the Crosbie eighteen-cent gas 
budget) to turn his formidable Alberta legislative juggernaut 

against Davis. . ,. . 

The only province in Canada so monolithic m its polit - 

cal philosophy as to have every single MP from the same party 
would have mounted a ferocious Western Canada campaign 
against the slick manipulators of the Big Blue Machmejwho 
had already, as we have seen, planted a base operation in B.C.). 

The bullying Pierre Trudeau plan for unilateral constitu¬ 
tional patriation was killed off by Joe Clark with the support 
of the provinces, which are mostly controlled by Conserva¬ 
tive premiers. The only Tory premier who snuggled m with 
Trudeau was Bill Davis. That has never been, and will never 
be, forgotten by thoughtful P.C. delegates in the hinterland 
who do not need elephantine memories to remember treach¬ 
ery that goes under the guise of expediency. 

The Grit candidate in the next general election will be 
most probably, Toronto's John Turner. To make Toronto's Bill 
Davis his Tory opponent would have destroyed most every 
advantage the Conservative party has been building over the 
past half-dozen years. Bill Davis, with his Queen's Park slick¬ 
ers and ad agency hucksters, would have obliterated the grow¬ 
ing belief in the country that it is indeed a time for change- 
Fifteen years of hollow-based charisma could not really be 
wiped out by another version of power-tripping. 

What really motivated the people pushing Davis to go tor 
Ottawa was conceit, a lofty irritation that the control of their 
party had kept wafting out of their reach ever since George 
Drew (everybody's father knew him). If the levers of power 
were not emanating from Prince Albert they were m Halifax 
or for God's sake, in High River. The heavy hitters from To¬ 
ronto could not stand the inherent insult that the city that 
has a grip on the short hairs of the nation in the key financial 
and communications areas does not—for some inexplicable 
reason — also pull the strings of a puppet who could sit on 
Sussex Drive. 

(Does New York, which occupies approximately the same 
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privileged position in the U.S., whine and moan that presi- 
M^,ur“ftobaM” e GeOIgia ' bm Michigan ' £rom 

tn B I r S r yin 5 OUt °/ the race ' Davis left Tory delegates with 
Canadian choice. By removing the Toronto money 
and the Toronto clout and the Toronto lust for power the 
Davis withdrawal gave the convention an honest choice. 

The party the public so wants to elect had before it if it 
so chose, the maturing kid from High River who pleaded for 
a second chance on the grounds that he had grown up at last 
He was honest, he was smcere, and he (unlike Bill Davis) had 
struggled with a wooden Alberta tongue to learn French. 

The party had, as its choice, the best mind of all these 
egos, John Crosbie, gold medallist at two universities, confid¬ 
ent, charmmg, witty—and unilingual, as are most Canadians, 
•f contemplate in its wisdom the fact that 

• 1 ^ ^ i ed suice , Sir J ohn A ■ because it had never broken 
mto Quebec, it now had a candidate, in Brian Mulroney, who 
could likely win a dozen or so Quebec seats first time around 

solitiules^ 31106 U ^ ^ f ° r decades t0 recon cile the two 

It was a tough choice. But a fair one. Thank you, Bill Davis 
You weren't needed. 
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PART FOUR 


In Search of a Chin 
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13 The Goofies 

“Now there is Mr. Joker, one of our clowns, ” 
continued the china lady, “who is always trying to 
stand upon his head. He has broken himself so often 
that he is mended in a hundred places and doesn’t 
look at all pretty/’ 


The Conservatives at play keep the nation amused. Now that 
the Toronto Argonauts have become respectable, bored Ca¬ 
nadians looking for titillation need only wait for a Tory lead¬ 
ership convention and it all unfolds like the late-night rerun 
of a silent movie, the Marx Brothers spending an evening at 
the opera, Mack Sennett throwing cream pies, Buster Keaton 
being run down by a train, Harold Lloyd dangling from a win- 
d ° w of a skyscraper, Laurel and Hardy bumping into each 
other, Abbott and Costello trying to figure out who's on first. 

These are the Tories in their search for democracy and we 
get it all for free. 

You couldn't make it up, really. The latest comedy of er¬ 
rors took seven years for the full goofiness of it to unfold. Joe 
Clark was elected by accident, sort of, in 1976 because law- 
and-order Claude Wagner had been damaged by his lack of 
truth about this $300,000 slush fund, the details leaked by 
the backers of Brian Mulroney, they knowing the details be¬ 
cause Mulroney was in on the deal in the first place Could 
we have made it up? 

Clark, stumbling along in the middle of his recalcitrant 
surly caucus — resembling, for most of his time as leader a 
man walking in molasses, the stickum slowing his progress 
at every turn is pushed into a leadership review in 1981 


179 



and manages to get an unenthusiastic 66.7 per cent approval. 
It is what is known as a squatting ovation. 

With the click of the knives and the mutterings behind 
the curtains ever discernible, even while the party has the 
approval of more than fifty per cent of Canadians in the polls, 
Winnipeg in frigid January is chosen as a second test of his 

popularity. . 

After working the land for two years, woomg delegates, 
rlrinking enough coffee in church basements to rust the pipes 
in a freighter, the leader who had only to survive to become 
most probably the next prime minister could manage only 
66.9 per cent backing. One would think that anyone who, 
after working hard for two solid years, could increase his popu¬ 
larity by only one-fifth of a percentage point, would take the 
hint and take up a more satisfying brand of work. 

No Clark, if nothing else, is obstinate. He is, m his own 
way as stubborn as his original hero, Mr. Diefenbunker. As 
Dalton Camp says, Clark has no vanity, but he does have an 

e§ °The ego wounded, one does not sleep on it, to consider 
the implications of the Winnipeg vote, to consult with all 
possible before doing something rash. Instead, the wounded 
ego with all of fifty minutes for thought once the vote is 
announced, declares with some bravado that he will resign 
forthwith and face his tormentors at a full leadership con- 


^It i^insane folly, a man not only tripping but then falling 
on his own sword. Having shot himself in the foot he then 
aims slightly higher. Harold Lloyd would have looked on with 
admiration. Buster Keaton might even have managed a smile 
at the magnificence of the bad judgment. A man who had 
been leader for seven years of a party that was now the most 
widely popular party in the country was now, voluntan y, 
offering to let anyone have a go at him. The full Shakespear¬ 
ean tragedy of it all, disguised as comedy, was apparent. The 
nation, mesmerized, watched the cream pies being unpacked. 

The Tories, because they have no nexus of responsibility, 
no knowledge of the rewards dangling just around the comer, 
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rolUpse into whimpering little ban* 0 f dissent when a leader¬ 
ship race develops - just when the attention of the “mj- 

II rh nV l ted ™ * em ' At ‘he one time when they should be 
on their best behaviour, the bewildered voter sees them at 
their worn-gleeful and grateful reporters, in print m”on 
TV, recordmg each pratfall. |The only people happier during 
sn!ri7 leader f'P &ndango than media are the Liberals, who* 

rassv mim Llf * heilI,ork bairel - «ttle back to watch the 
” S ^ a ^ a f r n S1 ' fa Ws “dershirt before the 

tlon deri ^The r 0 ^" m ! band ’ fascinated by a demoli- 
. . ^ actually despatch orders to their cabi 

net munsters to withhold any major announcement^ 
Tory internecine time, so that the front pages and the na § 

S^cora.) ° Pen and free for the foUieS that 

w beei J packin snomination meetings in Que¬ 
bec for decades It is why accidents never happen in their party, 
the wrong candidate never gets the nomination whemS 
approved choice, well greased and oiled for his future career 
as a trained seal in the Grit backbench in Ottawa has always 
been properly raised in the party tradition - like mushmS 
dark 311(1 fed Plenty of horseshit. 

• Tories sim ply don't know how to do the same things 

T ham - handed ' Prices afhS 

years, not knowing how to conceal their tomfoolery In the 
mmup to the 1976 leadership convention, one Quebec Jd^ 
held its nomination meeting in a bar. The planned quietdf 
vision of delegates between Clark and Mulroney forces was 

fog Cklfo^Wa^er 73 ° f motorcycle S^aLis suppTrt- 

citiSns^home ^Afr 7 de ! e « ates at 11 AM in a senior 

citizens home. (After a protest, the voting was rescheduled 

mt £mv cTn^l ^° ther ^ Wd “ s atl 

organization in nTf'* 80 *!. g0e ?' the Pany withno visible 

sevJn v fivfff Q b f C ' T th onl ’' one of that province's 
seventy-five mp s , sendmg from Quebec to each leadershin 

convention the second-highest number of delegates of anv 

provmce. There is something strange going*?,?2 
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the cranium of the Conservative Party. Louis Riel must be 
vieeling wherever he is, in revenge. 

The strain, the species, the bloodline is 
The Tories are not even reproducing themse v 

Ste ta” S 983 e *« a P !SfidtM^r“d ol sevenyears to develop 

is^SaSSSSS 

t£ ^alallofSdavMesonthe 

^rA-aiastesfS! 

bottom candidates between them got only 384 votes.) a 

that - ac—e ^h 

Colin Kerr and Peter Pocklingt™r as Canutes terKhg^ 

est office is worth'“S^^^nahbirdnamedRajah, 
owner, the propnemr ofi a mag.^1 m^n come, 

declared early for the leadership, teeimg m 

His platform was "qju‘ simple It s bee polM.>P 

a hee- 

P °“^lStec“wtoys take bee pollen. The president of 
the iSed States takes bee pollen" |one somehow does not 
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doubt that). And Rajah takes bee pollen—as well as having 
fine political judgement. 1071 " Kerr 

"I was with Premier Davis on October 21, 1971, Kerr 
explained. "You can check the Hamilton Spectator. I bumped 
into Davis at a radio station and the bird just flew rnto his 
hand Then he became premier." He also volunteers that Roy 
McMurtry "touched the bird" shortly before Davis named 

him Ontario attorney-general. 

"Diefenbaker touched the bird. People tell me it was 
first time he'd smiled since his wife Olive died. He told me. 
'All I want to do is to touch Rajah, live one year and finish 
my memoirs.' And that's exactly what happened. These are 

faC Raja?by the way, had killed four of his last mynah bird 
mates. This would appear to make him a Tory too. 

The facts are that Colin Kerr, along with mining promoter 
Terry Howes and retired contractor Alex Barker, who had lost 
his deposit in every election he had been in, did not make 
the cut, failing to ante ug> the five-thousand-dollar entrance 
fee and the required on<? hundred certified Tories to sign then 
nomination papers. Peter E©(plington, however, did. 

Peter Puck was quite the jnost engaging and preposter¬ 
ous flake in recent years eyery to tarry in the upper reaches 
of a party that has included some first-class flakes. He is im¬ 
possible to dislike, impossible, to take seriously, a child-like 
faith in the verities of jungly warfare shining in his rig 
blue eves. He is part Dale Carnegie, part positive thinking, 


part General Bullmoose. . i. . „ 

Peter Puck grew up in London, Ontario, the dullest town 
in Canada since it is the headquarters of both the insurance 
industry and the Holiday Inn,chain. It succeeds therefore m 
both the turgid and the tastele^s. His father, naturally, was a 
prosperous insurance agent. Int^t from childhood on being 
rich young Peter used to sell his Christmas presents. 

When he was five, he picked thq chestnuts off a neigh¬ 
bour's lawn and sold them back to her. An entrepreneur at 
six he filled his mother's fruit jars with cherries purloined 
from an orchard, added tap water and sold them door-to-door 
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tL P5 eserves . Thls ' clearl Y/ was the role model for Dennis 
the Menace As a teenager, when his parents went on holiday 
Pockhpgton knocked down the family bam and sold the lum¬ 
ber to Fidelity Trust—a company he would eventually own 
Heis a mystic and believes you can do "anything you want 

He is embarrassed by it now, and denies the story, but he 
once told reporter Linda Diebel that he is convinced hi leaves 
his body on nocturnal flights to tour the Pyramids, to soar 
around the towers of the Kremlin or to swoop down the Nile 

: leadership of the Progressive Conservative 

Party of all Canada is a married, rich Mackenzie King. 

ii j F erS j n , he 1S as soft as a cocker spaniel, with a gentle 
blond beard that makes him appear like a Hare Krishna beg¬ 
gar, all deep-dish sincerity and tail-wagging charm, on a street 
comer He approached the goofy Tory race as he approaches 
aU his business deals: "It's all just selling cars, only with more 
zeroes. He toys rather too much, in talk, with the strangely 
feminine gold bracelet that decorates his forearm. 

The man who preached that what government needed was 

,?L r nn P ^ lbllity ' 111 the of ^ leadership campaign 

lost $400,000, in jewellery and cash left on a bathroom coiS 
ter, to thieves who jimmied the lock while Pocklington and 
his fashion-plate second wife Eva slumbered after watching 
his Edmonton Oilers in a Stanley Cup playoff game. Most of 
it was Mrs. Pocklington's diamond necklace and such like. 
The contribution of the putative future fiscally responsible 

CSSS bm s * wo th ° us ‘ md doUaK ta cash ' mostty one - 

. , George ' 0nt ario, during his campaign, Peter Puck 
told 160 party supporters that Indians should have been made 
Canadian citizens" rather than allowed to establish reserves. 
We can t protect people forever," he explained. "When the 
Romans took over an area, they immediately made the Deo- 

SShSE? them 20 rd do *e same dung 

hi one of the more bizarre events of a bizarre leadership 
race, Pocklington somehow persuaded Peter Regenstreif, a 


184 



respected Canadian pollster who was a professor in New York 
State, to become a political adviser and thereby impair the 
credibility the professor might have as an objective political 
seer. He hired Skip Willis, a Toronto accountant who was 
son of a former Manitoba lieutenant-governor, and promised 
him a $43,000 Porsche 928-S (146 MPH) if he won the race. 

Pocklington, along with John Gamble, debased the coin¬ 
age of the whole Tory leadership stmggle, since the media, 
obsessed with equal time, treated them as serious candidates 
and — in the column-inch ethic of fairness — gave them as 
much air time and space as if they were credible and serious 
contenders. 

Gamble, in a prominent feature on the Op-Ed page of the 
Toronto Star ("If I Were PM") was asked, "Why do you think 
you can do a better job than Joe Clark?" and was allowed to 
reply: "Because I can do everything better than Joe Clark. 
Everything. Everything. I can do everything better than Joe 
Clark ever did. That's why I'm running. Anything and every¬ 
thing. I can inspire promises in the people and make prom¬ 
ises that I could keep. I can show the kind of determination 
to do the job that the nation needs. There is nothing I can't 
do better than Joe Clark." 

The question is whether John Gamble could swim. 

Pocklington's main platform was a pledge to reform the 
''tax system with a flat twenty-per-cent income tax across the 
board for everyone—then he revealed that he, as a millionaire, 
paid no income taxes at all, through the use of loopholes. He 
said, yes, a prime minister should be bilingual, while con¬ 
fessing he could not speak a word of French. 

He started the Amway salesman scare, attending rallies 
of the super-patriot U.S.-based outfit in Edmonton, Moncton 
and Vancouver, urging the white-shoed salesmen to join the 
Tories. When they did commandeer one nominating meet¬ 
ing in Kamloops and capture two delegate spots, riding presi¬ 
dent Betty Thomas promptly fainted when she heard the 
voting results and then resigned along with her four senior 
executives. 

There was Michael Wilson from Bay Street, tall, clean of 
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jaw, ponderous and so slow-moving that his wife revealed 
his mother was still arranging his dates when he was twenty- 
seven years of age. (Wilson and his mother denied it; his wife 
stuck by her story.) 

One of the more bizarre moments of Canadian political 
history came during the candidates' debate a Toronto's Mas¬ 
sey Hall when CTV's Pamela Wallin, the rising star in Cana¬ 
dian television, asked Wilson whether he was boring. Here 
was the poor man, live on television, actually attempting to 
explain that he is not boring while giving evidence of the fact 
at the same time. 

Wilson arrived at a breakfast meeting in North Winnipeg 
to find only six Conservatives present. His bewildered cam¬ 
paign workers soon found that someone had phoned all the 
other guests to say the meeting had been cancelled. 

It was hard to keep track of the zoo antics. In the middle 
of the campaign, the Quebec director of foe Clark's campaign, 
Marcel Danis, was found to be in Tripoli as a guest of the 
government of Muammar Gadaffi, the sponsor of interna¬ 
tional terrorism. Before leaving, Danis told Canadian Press 
he was heading for Paris for a vacation after supervising the 
first forty-five Quebec delegate-selection meetings. 

When the Mulroney forces were putting their troops in 
position, the question of Chateauguay riding came up. Robert 
Brunet, a lawyer with the Mulroney troupe, suggested as chief 
organizer a close friend and client, Dr. Denis Marsan, a den¬ 
tist by profession, a town councillor in the town of Delson, 
member of the Optimist Club and generally accepted as a 
community leader. 

The riding was controlled by Rene Delame, a consulting 
engineer who by happenstance was finance director of Joe 
Clark's Quebec operation. The Clark people, as dirty in their 
operation — as they had to be — as the long-experienced 
Mulroney people, knew the vital factor was to call delegate 
meetings at the earliest possible date to prevent the Mulroney 
forces from getting organized. 

In Chateauguay, the local riding association usually can 
count thirty members. By March 17, the cut-off date for sign¬ 
ing new members, the ranks had swelled to six hundred, more 
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than half of them teenagers. The innocent Marsan had never 
been involved in federal politics. But he did know his neigh¬ 
bourhood and set about door-knocking. On the Friday evening, 
his Mulroney supporters outnumbered the Clark people. 
Marsan's son Pierre recalled there was a lot of tension at the 
gathering, induced in part by two South Shore heavies who 
were muscling their way about, muttering threats. 

The middle-class, middle-aged folk who entered the 
church basement meeting were given neat cards listing the 
pro-Clark delegates. But the packs of teenagers in the room 
overwhelmed them, and Denis Marsan snapped up a11 six dele¬ 
gates for his tiger. 

After what they thought was a successful meeting, • 
Marsan, his family and joyous organizers went off for the usual 
celebratory dinner. They returned, shortly after midnight to 
their home in the small community near Candiac. When they 
opened the door, Mrs. Marsan went into hysterics. 

Everything visible had been smashed. Water pipes had 
been cut. The kitchen was a mess, cupboards chopped up 
with an axe. Bedroom furniture was wrecked, clothes slashed 
with a knife. In the dental office, the x-ray machine had been 
smashed, records strewn about, the chair ripped — some 
$ 85,000 in damage overall. 

"It's funny," recalled Richard Holden, a bon vivant law¬ 
yer friend of Mulroney's "that during the Cliche Royal Com¬ 
mission [the Quebec inquiry into construction violence, on 
which Mulroney was one of three commissioners] it turned 
out that most of the goons and thugs came from the South 
Shore. Do you suppose some of those people still hold a grudge 

against Brian?" , , . 

This is the way they play games in Quebec, where there 

are few Tories, but many Tory delegates to fight over. The 
Mulroney biters and slashers were generally from the old Tory 
guard—plus new and eager innocents like Dr. Marsan. The 
Clark troops, just as versed in a tire slash or misplaced ballot, 
were led by prominent faces from the old Union Nationale 

or from the Creditiste remnants. 

Montreal's St. Jacques riding association met at the Ukrai¬ 
nian Hall on Centre Street in Point St. Charles, a notoriously 
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down-at-the-gargle Montreal ward-heeler riding. The TV cam- 
’ us t happened to be on hand to witness the arrival of 
ttventy duly-accredited and weather-beaten residents of the 
Old Brewery Mission to vote for Mulroney who took the slate 
by twenty-seven votes. 

The celebrated Frank Hanley a local political power, former 

'-i?h Q “ ebeC National Assembly and a city coun¬ 
cillor, said. They re conscientious electors. I hope there'll 
be some beer for them later." After the vote, casL of beer 
were carted in from the kitchen. 

noimS M ! !f Carthy ' director of the ° ld Brewery Mission, 
pointed out there were 194 people at the rally and only 212 

bottles of beer were handed out - in fact there were even 
twenty-eight fidi bottles left over at the end of the gathering 
(Mulroney s instant Tories were bused in by Uncle Harry's 
bus service. Clark's people used a Murray Hill bus to bring in 
thirty-two residents of an old folks' home. Residence Mont 
Carmel on Dorchester Boulevard. It was not determined if 
they were provided with free tea.) 

The dashing Richard Holden, usually seen in the better 
Crescent Street bars, turned out to be legal adviser to the St 
Jacques riding association for the meeting and accepted the 
men s credentials. At one point he put his hand gently on 
the aim of a masher who was wearing a Joe Clark sticker 
Get your frigging hand off me," said the chap through 
his clenched teeth, "or I'll paste you through the door" 

Holden, a man who delights, as all lawyers, in using the 
langtiageoncc owned by Shakespeare, claims to have sweetly 
? ld ' yes, you're perfectly correct, sir. I shouldn't have 
done that. Now if we could discuss that matter ..." 

The watching nation loved the juicy spectacle. In St. Mau¬ 
rice riding, on the north shore of the St. Lawrence, halfway 

between 1 ,_ . ~ ' ' 


egm at 8 PM Friday night didn't get underway until 2:30 AM 
Saturday mornmg because of procedural wrangling between 
Clark and Mulroney forces (in a province that elects just one 
Tory out of seventy-five seats). 

In Champlain, a bus full of Mulroney supporters was 
stopped by toughs who threatened violence if the passengers 
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voted at the riding meeting. The Mulroney supporters never 

Toronto'«fv U t ba ^ ke 5 s swe P t 311 six delegate seats. In 
An^n i YOrk Ce ?i e i / i Pa i Ul Harmes ' a § e nine, his brothers 
r h ' ^ n lH/ th , irteen ' as ca rd-carrying members 
f tlVe Party helped elect two P r o-Clark dele¬ 
gates. Their father is a senior delegate and Clark activist. (By 

® sta ^ e of the cam Paign, it was suggested the ideal dele- 
gate m Ottawa in June would be a ten-year-old wino.) 

of rT h l^ irt « ° f thC /Ten - Minute Tories" was an outgrowth 
of Clark s efforts, smce 1976, to attract younger people to an 

aging party. The party constitution was changed to allow Con- 
seranrve campus clubs to send three delegates each to the 
leadership convention. With Clark and Mulroney manipula- 

n ay ' t ? e number of clubs suddenly soared 
from 211 to 433. Party brass rejected almost half of them - 
including a club at a Newfoundland hairdressing school and 
one from an Alberta Mennonite Bible College. The names 
had been copied from an anti-abortion petition. 

One of the campus clubs, formed March 11 at a Quebec 
City secretarial school, took just six minutes for its thirteen 
members to elect three Mulroney delegates. (Premier Rich¬ 
ie 2S d T ° f N t W Bnmswick ^ that > ^ truth, he was 
T ^ 7 T 7 ' V ? tUlg ' at the a § e of nine, at the lead- 
smp convention that chose John Bracken in 1942.) 

Such is the pull of eccentricity within the Tory psyche 

f T to ^ battle “ a need *° »■£ fools Of 

hV.KU 1 As the . reaI “ndidates recruited derelicts and 
bd* egummers m their struggle for a prime minister's chair, 

^ ‘t™'* 1SSUed “ f™® 6 P rcss onnouncement from 

t0 KPOrt * hat ^ ^ “* W "" the 

This was rather boggling (somewhat akin to Dr. Foth an- 
nouncmg he had decided not to run for secretary general of 
the United Nations), since there was no discernible brushfire 

ToffT S ^ ^ “ SUpp0rt of Mr - Lawrence's running for 
6 w °nldn't have had a chance of winning. 
Politics is full of non-events, but this was a remarkable piece 
of non-news. y 

Pompous beyond recall, the announcement said he had 
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been weighing his chances since Clark resigned two months 
previous but cited western resentment agamst any Ontario 
candidate as the reason for his selfless decision to withdraw 
from a race he hadn't entered. Mr. Lawrence was unavailable 
for comment to reporters because, it turned out, he had left 
for Europe a week before his office sent out his pronounce¬ 
ment. It was the first case in history of a press release bemg 

issued by an answering service. 

It was after midnight at Charlottetown anport and Joe 
Clark spied an employee in the hall. "Ah," says the Candida e, 
"what's that you have in your hand?" 

"It's a flashlight, sir." 

"Ah, why are you carrying that?" 

"Because it's dark outside." . 

Said Joe Clark, "Ah," - and he strode out purposely mto 

"puck, going nowhere rapidly, delighted the young¬ 
sters by showing up at the convention with his expensive 
chattel Wayne Gretzky. Asked for his views, the wise young 
man who looks so much like a blonde praying mantis when 
he skates, wisely said,"Sincelamnot family with^eissues 
it would be unwise for me to comment on them. The pity is 
that Peter Blaikie did not have the same mitial rnttospectiom 

Blaikie in a party of characters, is special. Tall, darkly 
handsome'with suits that go out to here, a Rhodes Scholar 
married to a statuesque psychiatrist, he would seem to have 
everything going for him. So intense that he constantly gives 
*e tap^sfion of fighting off a swarm of bees even when at 
ease, he initiated a fight with the tender souis ^‘he parlnr 
mentary press gallery within twenty minutes of being elected 

for a stormv term as president of the party. 

f He 3 invariably, in making a ten-minute speech in 
praise of Joe Clark, find some way to spend the first seven 
minutes talking about himself. Blaikie had lost twice m 
Lachine to Liberal Rod Blaker, a lawyer-tumed-hothner,tan- 
self well known—not just in the Commons as assistant ep- 
ntv speaker —but also in the corridors on Parliament Hill, 
his ambition naked and scarcely concealed. (Not even a towel 
would encompass his ego.) 
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Blaikie, whose lust for Clark's job while he served him as 
president, was the more evident the more he denied it, put 
himself in the race and talked grandly about being the only 
real dark horse, a definite threat to be in third place after the 
first ballot. 

The misplaced optimism seemed more than usually puz¬ 
zling, since Clark and Mulroney, with their Tiny Tories and 
street-tough ploys, had carved up for themselves all of Que¬ 
bec—Blaikie's only possible power base. No one could find 
any support for him across the country, where his frequent 
travels, when he was president, only served to export loiowl- 
edge of his massive regard for his own abilities. Blaikie then 
provided more amusement for this trip along The Yellow Brick 
Road by suddenly announcing that he was withdrawing from 
the race because he realized he "wasn't familiar enough with 
the issues.” The discovery that certain matters such as the 
Crow's Nest Pass freight rate mystery were beyond the ken 
of a Rhodes Scholar convinced him that he had best shuttle 
himself back to the sidelines. 

How a past president of the party, who had travelled the 
land so assiduously, could not be familiar with the issues was a 
spectacle wondrous to behold. More jaundiced observers con¬ 
cluded that Blaikie, discovering to his mortification that he 
had no support, decided that piling up massive campaign debts 
wouldn't exactly be useful to his legal career. Mr. Blaikie, 
meet Mr. Gretzky. 

And so it went, hearts and flowers abloom. Gamble, talk¬ 
ing about the possibility that Clark might lose, said: "I hope 
it comes slowly. I hope it takes five ballots because I want to 
prolong Joe's agony. I want to chip away at him slowly. I want 
to hurt him just a little bit at a time." Delicious stuff! Har¬ 
mony abounds. George Hees, who was prominent in the ca¬ 
bal that brought down Dief, danced a jig in Brian Mulroney's 
box when Clark lost on the fourth ballot, crying, "We've got 
bim! We've got the S.O.B.!" 

(Even the evangelists got swept up by the madness. Neal 
Fraser, the man who wanted to become leader because he feels 
the metric system is the most burning—and only—issue in 
the country, in his reference to abortion, in a speech to the 
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national television audience, talked of "Solicitor Genital Rob¬ 
ert Kaplan.") 

The Tories shouldn't have been surprised at anything that 
happened to them on this site at Lansdowne Park, beside the 
Rideau Canal, the home of Ottawa's fairs, football, hockey 
and pohtical immolations. Soon after the original Coliseum 
was built in 1903, its roof fell in from the weight of the snow. 
The next winter the roof collapsed again — for the same 
reason. In 1914, the boiler blew up, killing three men, twenty 
horses and six hundred head of poultry (it is not recorded how 
old the chickens were). 

When Diefenbaker was crowned there in 1956,the Coli¬ 
seum was still called the Cow Palace. The present Civic 
Centre, built as Ottawa's centennial project, includes the 
subterranean hockey rink whose roof is the grandstand for 
the football field. On the site in 1888, a Professor Williams 
ascended in a balloon, unfortunately dangling twenty-two 
year-old Tom Wensley at the end of a trailing rope. Just west 
of Bank Street the young man fell one thousand feet to his 
death. 

In 1983, eager supporters of Joe Clark were discovered to 
have pasted pictures of their hero above the urinals in the 
men's washrooms. After the delegates had sweltered in the 
heat of June 11, with temperatures estimated at a hundred 
degrees on the convention floor, it turned out, embarrassed 
civic, officials reported, that the enthusiastic campaign work¬ 
ers of the candidates, attempting to plaster the building with 
their signs; had covered the air-conditioning ducts with their " 
propaganda. 



14 The New Sheep 

“There are worse things in the world than being a 
Scarecrow.” 


On the cement floor of the Ottawa CmcCentt y J 

day on June 11, 1983 , there is an interestmg m^cksqr^li 

soft drink cans, masticated confetti, mangled posters, 
stroved funny hats of destroyed (and funny) candidates, pink, 
paper cardboard, mush, slop, goo. It is the detritus of demo¬ 
cracy. Frank Lloyd Wright once said thatif3 ^debris 
America as a table, and ^tipped it up and all the deb^ 
fell to one side, that would be California. The flo 
Ottawa Civic Centre, supposedly the site of ^anonUn^of 
the next Canadian prime minister looked very^ much1 
what you would-expect if you tipped over most of the waste 
baskets of a McDonald's Big-Mac parlour. The accredited m- 
£££ manufacturers of the mulch, had just produced a 

‘ M Sc5f^ e do-t a Se debris, two remarkably resilient 
ladies Sd the day and evening away. Kicking away the 
exhausted folding chairs, shuffling through the mangtedmj 
mains of John Gamble's profile, they boogied - bodies m 
rhythm but minds elsewhere — to the frenetic beat o _ e 
houseband, Ike Kelnick Express, and his electric organ (Ike s 
intention being musical, the ladies taking then own inter¬ 
pretation). They are, quite obviously, from Quebec, since 
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Anglo-Saxon end of the country, being of the tight-assed 
heritage, somehow feels that two persons of the fame sex 
ancmgtogether signifies somethingsquirrely 

The ladies both being of what is called an uncertain aee 
onembrieht red the _, . .. eixama § e 



S)lat P d C thlS coronation - Ignored, blissful hi then 
isolation down m one comer of the arena they represent the 

element that controlled this convention: the province with 
the most powerful purchasable votes that has the least nos 
sible influence on the Conservative Party of Canada 

of ifs flcukies‘had' f al ^ e ^ p sny, ® full command 
h d deCld6d t0 pluck a tampion from the 
Northwest Territories. Or, perhaps even more incongruous 

from the sheikdom of Fortress Alberta, where seldom hi been 
heard an encouraging word about a Grit since Jean Chretien 

mind 10 pea ' soup accent confirms in the Rugged West 

mind what Johnny Baptiste is all about. 

(The only thing that keeps this country — the second 

fSfacktfk^wle°d ° n eartk together is its bliss¬ 

ful lack of knowledge of its disparate parts. Does the USSR's 

thS ab ° U * Sibeli “ ? Dora the u teine know any- 
thmg about the treasures of French art hidden in the Hermit- 

age m Leningrad? Of course not. Canada should relax and 
enjoy the luxury of geographical dissimilitude. I digress.) 

• u! Pohffcs m Quebec of a different breed? On the Fridav 
night before the vote, a heavy operative from Montreal who 
as some knowledge of money received a phone call after 
midnight m his Chateau Laurier room. The caller since thev 
drd no, have ,o be introduced, said he neeid by“or2S 

tea SmaU biUs -^l bills being twerf 

ties small bills not being able to be traced. The recipient 

smiled and politely hung up. He could not acquSafter 

midnight, two thousand dollars in small bills. Bm he'knew 

Sdf ^ I h °^ OUld ‘ PoHtiCS iS mana S ed differently on the other 
side of the Ottawa River, and the Tories, finally in 1983 were 

S M 6 , rOPeS ' f J0h f A ‘ Would W understood 
„ r , - ^ Mulroney knew he had won the Conservative lead- 
ship the moment he walked into the Ottawa Civic Centre 
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on Saturday, June 11, and spotted the Harder family and their 
friends. He knew because they had driven all the way in a 
camper truck from Williams Lake, high in the Cariboo cat¬ 
tle country of the interior of British Columbia to vote for him 
and attempt to bring down the man they called The Wimp. 
They parked the camper in the parking lot of the Civic Cen¬ 
tre and drank rye and ginger between votes and watched the 
proceedings on a portable Panasonic. 

Ron Harder serves as Cariboo-Chilcotin riding president 
for both the federal Tories and the provincial Social Credit. 
He liked Mike Wilson first and John Crosbie a bit. But Wilson, 
when he came through Williams Lake, seemed a bit too much 
Bay Street. 

Then ramp Mulroney and wife Mila, doing their subterra¬ 
nean campaign strategy of capturing the "boonies." Harder 
remembers: "It was just so low key. Just the two of them and 
they stayed overnight. We just sat around the kitchen talk¬ 
ing—you know what I mean?" Harder and wife Muriel and 
youth delegate Camilla Belsher voted for Mulroney and drank 
rye with their frie nds Don and Mamie Adamski while their 
kids played on the asphalt. Mulroney won it with bits of 
loyalty brought in a camper truck all the way from Williams 
Lake, B.C. 

He won because he had the money to do the polling that 
told him, consistently, that his real threat, Crosbie, could 
get more than 600 to 650 votes on the first ballot meaning 
he wouldn't have enough ballots to make up the difference 
from a base that low. (Crosbie got 639.) The Mulroneyites 
for weeks tried to tell that to any reporter who didn't want to 
listen. When their lack of interest became dangerous, the 
Mulroney camp leaked a poll showing those projections to 
the Globe and Mail. 

(As part of Dr. Foth's vain attempts to save the nation from 
itself, in the three hours that it took the slow-footed Tories 
to count the first ballot, I ran a pool—at two dollars a pop 
as to the eventual winner and his winning vote. There were 
108 entries, practically every recognizable national journal¬ 
ist in the country — newspaper, magazine, TV, radio—plus 
back-room boys and prominent fringe players. 
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(It indicated an interesting tone. Mulroney is not gener¬ 
ally liked by the press, regarded as too slick and too sensitive 
to criticism. The droll Crosbie is extremely hard to dislike, 
dispensing quotable quotes like sheep droppings. Only forty- 
one of the nation's experts picked Mulroney,- sixty-seven of 
them picked either Crosbie or Clark, Crosbie getting the 
majority of those votes. When it gets right down to the wire, 
the hardened, cynical press votes not with its head but its 
heart. The winner? With Mulroney's exact final count of 1,585 
votes? Southam News' Aileen McCabe, who covered Mul¬ 
roney as her campaign beat, saw his sly strategy at first-hand 
and had been privately touting him all the way in office bets.) 

Mulroney himself confessed later that he probably could¬ 
n't have won a last-ballot showdown with Crosbie—the man 
who impaled himself on his tongue in the final weeks of the 
campaign. John Crosbie is possibly the most interesting man 
to enter federal politics since Pierre Trudeau, a man whose 
agile tongue flaps like a seal flipper, gives the appearance of 
an out-of-work butcher but is as arrogant as they come. "John 
Crosbie," said his enemy Joey Smallwood, "isn't a Liberal. 
He isn't a Tory. He's simply a Crosbie and that's what he'll 
always be." 

For all his casual air, Crosbie has tried to run everything 
he has been connected with. He tried to overthrow Smallwood 
as head of the Newfoundland Liberals. Fought off, he formed 
his own reform party, which didn't work. He switched to the 
Tories and was the real brains and workhorse behind the raff¬ 
ish charmer, Frank Moores, who wanted to keep the premier's 
post for himself. 

Foiled again, Crosbie moved on to Ottawa, to "bood-get" 
fame and wary nervousness from Clark, who shunted him 
into the dead-end External Affairs shadow-cabinet post once 
Crosbie told him, quite honestly, that he would be going for 
the leadership if and when it ever came open. 

Bom to wealth and a fine mind, Crosbie moves through 
life with the usual assurance that comes from both. (Wife 
Jane is the wittiest wife on Parliament Hill. When the Clark 
government foundered on her husband's budget, she cracked. 
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"The operation was a success, but the doctor died.") Crosbie's 
problem is that he is quite aware he has the finest mind in 
the Tory caucus, where he has few friends and had a surpris¬ 
ingly thin backing in the leadership contest. An inherently 
shy man, he has a disconcerting habit, when talking to you, 
of rolling his eyes upward and avoiding contact, as if, observed 
one reporter, "he was studying the insides of his eyelids." 
There is the suspicion among some that he is in fact as cold 
and aloof in his real persona as Pierre Trudeau. 

Crosbie, of course, killed himself (if there was any doubt 
he was a Tory, he removed it here) by his casual slur in Quebec. 
He had been making rather good progress with the point that 
he "like 22 milli on other Canadians" was unilingual. No one 
else had ever had the guts to say that in public before: that 
nowhere near the five million people in Quebec were bilin¬ 
gual and he shouldn't be regarded as "a criminal" because he 
wasn't. 

It was fair comment, gaining him a lot of points from sen¬ 
sible people who had never quite had the courage to say that 
themselves. We can't leave the running of the country com¬ 
pletely to a "bilingual elite," he said, pushing his advantage 
just a trifle bit further, an interesting concept that had been 
bothering a number of Canadians for years. 

That was the casual, sensible, honest Crosbie at his best. 
Pushed even further, nagged by basically anglophone report¬ 
ers who sniffed a little blood, the unfortunate aspect of the 
Brahmin Crosbie burst forth, testily. Out came the fatal 
riposte that he couldn't speak "Chinese or German either, 
but that didn't prevent him or other Canadians from com¬ 
municating with those nations. 

It was a remark, under examination, so insensitive as to 
reveal a man who had never really thought seriously about 
Quebec or its yeasty role in this dull country. There is this 
analogy, you see, between Ludwig van Beethoven and John 
Crosbie. Imagine Beethoven applying for a job as a music 
critic. He could cite his great success as a composer and an 
expert on music. He would have only one handicap as critic, 
he was deaf. 
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Crosbie, while becoming a gold medallist at Queen's and 
Dalhousie and acquiring experience in senior positions at the 
municipal, provincial and federal levels that dwarfed his 
rivals, in his easy arrogance on the way to the top never both¬ 
ered to consider Lester Pearson's warning that he would be 
Canada's last unilingual prime minister. From that point on, 
the big Newf didn't have a chance. 

In fact, he had one left. It was Joe Clark, the man who had 
tried too much too soon—seduced by the obviously flawed 
competition that presented itself in 1976. There were those 
of us fascinated by trying to insert ourselves into the Clark 
headbone (and that of Maureen) after the third ballot in that 
steamy cauldron of the Ottawa rink in June. 

Clark was obviously going nowhere after the first ballot, 
dropping a telling six votes from 1,091 to 1,085 on the second 
round, down further to 1,058 on the third ballot as Mulroney 
mshed ever higher. As columnist Charles Lynch had told a 
university paper before the convention: "Joe has a basic weak¬ 
ness that doesn't show up in the polls. People may go up and 
say, 'Oh shit, not again/ n 

Clark had a choice. He could have gone to Crosbie before 
the final ballot in an attempt to block Mulroney, a man he 
had known since he was seventeen and for whom he had no 
respect. Just as Mulroney privately views Clark as a man with 
no street smarts and no accomplishments in real life, Clark 
regards Mulroney as an opportunist, a man with style and no 
substance. 

If Clark had gone to Crosbie, a supremely confident man 
of superior intellect who has a gritty, Churchillian nub to 
him, he might have anointed a man who could be p rimp minis¬ 
ter for decades. 

If Clark stayed still, thus killing any Crosbie chance, he 
knew the new leader — and supposedly pr im p minister — 
would be Mulroney, a man he suspected would be caught out 
on his shallowness by the Liberals and the electorate, leav¬ 
ing Joe Clark the eventuality, in the British tradition, of a 
second (third?) chance down the pike. Clark, as a man who 
loves the Commons and knows no other trade, might be con- 
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tent to wait out his time there and observe, quietly, the fate 
of the farming Irish neophyte who knew none of the arcane 
House rules Clark had memorized backwards. 

Nancy J ami eson, the shrewd Clark aide who moved on 
to the office of Bill Davis, thinks otherwise. Though a loyal 
Clark operative through the convention, she knew it was over 
after the first telling ballot. (Her job was to fib to Cork's 
mother that everything was okay.) She says, ruefully, "There 11 
be no second chance for Joe. The public has made up its mind. 
It's sort of like running into a bad lay on the street, the day 
after. You just don't know what to say. It's embarrassing. 

Senator Lowell Murray, the gum who has led Clark into 
so many of his bad decisions, agrees. "He's finished as an ac¬ 
tive politician. He has to find something else. 

As the drained delegates waited in the fetid air for the 
fated total fourth ballot count, the result inevitable, the 
amazed Mulroney forces suddenly saw Clark and his entou¬ 
rage moving through the melee towards their box at the oppo¬ 
site end of the arena. Stunned, they checked their communi¬ 
cations. No, Clark had not phoned on the telephone connec¬ 
tion between the two boxes, had not sent a runner with any 
message. As it turned out, Clark—with some class merely 
wanted to shake Mulroney's hand as a gesture of solidarity 
before the final result. But Mulroney at that moment was 
sitting naked in hockey dressing room 60 down below, hav¬ 
ing showered, and was preparing his acceptance speech. Mila 
Mulroney was half-dressed. Joe Clark, awkward to the end, 
arrived at Mulroney's box, the nation's television sets watch¬ 
ing in wonder, to find no one there. Said a Mulroney aide, 
disgusted at the Clarkian foul-up, "Typical. 

There was a final moment of concern for Mulroney's 
Quebec men when they detected some movement among 
Clark's Quebec delegates. Sensing defeat, some Clark sup¬ 
porters seemed likely to move to Mulroney on the third bal¬ 
lot so as to be on the winning team. It could have dropped 
Clark to third and forced a Mulroney-Crosbie showdown on 
the final ballot. "That's the last thing we wanted," explained a 
Mulroney strategist. Senator Guy Charbonneau and Michel 
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Cogger, Mulroney's key people, moved quickly to keep Clark's 
support steady. Instructed Cogger to his Quebec contacts in 
the Clark camp: "You stick with your chicken until he's fried." 

At the final count—Clark 1,325, Mulroney 1,585—Mila 
Mulroney from Yugoslavia threw herself on the neck of her 
husband who still gives the appearance of just being off the 
boat from Ireland. By now in their box were the Newfound¬ 
land forces, including Crosbie's bright assistant Ross Reid, 
who lost seventy pounds before the campaign in the knowl¬ 
edge he had better look svelte and businesslike before the 
nation's cameras, and who emerged a very good-looking young 
man. "I," he announced, half in exhaustion and half in exul¬ 
tation at his new body, "am now going to screw my way across 
Europe." 

The next evening Joe and Mhureen sat in their living 
room at Stornoway, numb with the hurt. The phone rang and 
Maureen went to answer. She came back to announce, "The 
Joe Clark headquarters is burning down." They sat silent, look¬ 
ing at the wall, for fifteen minutes. The end really had come. 
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15 The Life of Brian 

“I found myself in the midst of a strange people 
who, seeing me come from the clouds thought I was 
a great Wizard. Of course I let them thmk so, 
because they were afraid of me, and promised to do 
anything I wished them to. 


i 

t 

»• 

T 


On Tulv 10 1975 , after Robert Stanfield had signalled his 
S Jo Step diwn, I wrote a 

over the possible successors. It didn t look impressive. 
Lougheed reluctant, Wagner too flawed, Horner too r ou^, 
Pat Nowlan too noisy, Joe Clark "too young. Instead, I sug- 
gested, the stumbling Tories should select —^ had 
never met a chap named Brian Mulroney out of Montreal. 
n Som! «Jks later, I received a phone ^11 in Vancouver 
from Montreal. It was Mulroney. "When did you decide to 

rUn 'Whesecond time I read it in your column," he said. He 
was indeed the Candidate from Whimsy 

It took the Tories seven years to accept Dr. Foth s counse , 
but at least they took it—which is more than one can say 
about the ungrateful Grits, who churlishly ignored my free 
advice. It is not clear why Dr. Foth has to save the Conserva¬ 
tives from themselves but, God knows, somebody has to 
Martin Brian Mulroney wafts charm like after-shavelo 
tion His voice comes out of the bottom of a ram barrel. The 
“ w is feom Gibraltar It is typical of the Tones after com- 
nlainine for seven years that they had a leader with no chin, 
they chose a man who has enough for two. When they make 
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Aemovfc of Robert Redford's life, Mulroney is going ,o play 

rad rpT P n ^ y , t * 1 |" 8 longer than his jaw is his ambition. Con- 
rad Black, who has known him for years, says the thing that 
sets Mulroney apart is that "he's like a Liberal. He's devious 
an sc erning. He's been planning this for twenty years." Too 
much ambition m the Tory party, as we know, is regarded as 
smnethmg not quite cricket, just as the British, preferring 

hiany fidd ateUrS ' ^ Wlth ^ Suspicion on Professional! 

The boy from Baie Comeau, once past the charm, can be 
a rough customer. Several years ago, when asked how he 
would handle the political challenge of Pierre Trudeau or Rene 
Levesque, he responded immediately: "You see that hallway 
down there? He's down at that end, I'm up at this end I'll 

htota*enu^’ ^ “* ha '' S n0t g °° d e ” 0U * h ' 111 kick 

• ? 6 'u 3 s f* timental glutton for work, his Irishness stick- 
mg to him like smoke m a peat bog. When Colonel Robert 
McCormick, owner of the Chicago Tribune, who established 
Baie Comeau as a newsprint supply came to town, nine-year- 
o d Brian would stand on the piano and sing "Dearie" in his 
boy soprano. He was rewarded with fifty dollars in crisp bills 
which he would promptly turn over to his mother. Today 
Mulroney can smg, at a party, every one of the songs made 

^S& hemofthefcrces,Lynntoherw ^ 

• -^ i 1 1S f ,ala P ce wbeel is wife Mila / a vivacious five-foot ten- 
mch lady who at thirty is fourteen years his junior (the same 
age difference that separates foe Clark and Maureen McTeer) 

Dm/f S rf S p baS1C i! S thC Yugoslavia of her origin. Her father. Dr. 
tn Pivmcki, came to Canada twenty-four years ago as 

an intern He is now head of psychiatry of Montreal's Royal 
X 1Ct ° ri , a , Hospital “d treated Margaret Trudeau when she 
checked herself into that hospital. Mila was just three courses 
short of her engineering degree when the persuasive Mulroney, 

d Z COVeie 7 ^ m a blkini at a « e eighteen beside the pool 
at the Mount Royal Tennis Club, took her to the altar instead. 
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(During the leadership campaign, advisers told her to junk 
most of her rings when she visited small towns but put on 
diamonds when she hit Alberta.) 

There's a dark side to that Irish soul. He is a curious mix¬ 
ture of sweet talk and harsh talk. David Humpreys, Clark's 
close friend, says, "Mulroney the inveterate and almost irre¬ 
sistible charmer becomes sour and suspicious when that 
charm is resisted or rejected." 

He was bitter beyond belief when his audacious try for 
the leadership in 1976 was rejected —he only thirty-seven 
with no Commons seat, trying a coup d’etat from the outside. 
Known as the Bionic Man by the press, he destroyed him¬ 
self with a wooden, overwritten speech that was crafted in 
pre-convention days by a brains trust hidden away in Magog 
in Quebec's Eastern Townships. The rumour around the 
cottages of Magog was that the chap's head was unzipped 
after breakfast, the bionic brain was shipped across to the 
brain trust's cottage and stuck with principles. It was sent 
back for lunch, retrieved in the afternoon and returned safely 
for cocktails. 

Insiders suspect Mulroney never disclosed his 1976 cam¬ 
paign expenses because he was bankrolled by corporate giants 
Paul Desmarais and Charles Bronfman — both Liberals and 
friends of Tmdeau. He had guaranteed their anonymity. It 
would not have looked good if two Tmdeau supporters and 
money men had been listed as his major donors. 

Mulroney, going down behind Wagner and Clark in 1976, 
complained to reporters he had been the victim of a gang-up 
(or, as Charlotte Gobeil told her TV listeners, "a gangbang.") 
His bitterness centred on the fact that he was painted as a 
slick outsider, with no party loyalties, when in fact he had 
been working the party ropes in Quebec since the age of 
seventeen. 

The Jaw That Walks Like a Man began to drink too much, 
worrying his friends with the time spent in the Maritime Bar 
in the basement of the Ritz-Carlton Hotel, which is right 
across fashionable Sherbrooke Street from the offices of the 
Iron Ore Company of Canada, where he had assumed the 
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presidency from William Bennett, one of whose daughters 
he used to take out. 

Mulroney and Clark, for all their mutual displays of ad¬ 
miration, loathe each other. In private, Mulroney was scald¬ 
ing and scathing in his opinion of his new leader, meanwhile 
professing loyalty in public. He slipped just once, when he 
relaxed in his Westmount home with a free-lance writer, Ste¬ 
phen Kimber, apparently asstiming his remarks were off the 
record. 

The damaging article, in the June 1978 issue of Financial 
Post magazine, had Mulroney saying, "I didn't run for the 
leadership because I needed a house," an obvious reference 
to Clark's move from an Ottawa apartment to Stornoway, 
the official residence of Opposition leaders. "I already had a 
house. And I didn't run because I needed a job. I had a good 
job. I ran because the Conservative party needed a winner." 

Early in 1981, his bitterness finally dissipating, Mulroney 
obviously took a look at his lifestyle and his desires to have 
another go at Mr. Clark's shaky crown. He hasn't had a drink 
for more than two years. It's soda water over ice every time. 
One Montreal observer (not a total fan), says, "It shows the 
determination and strength in the man to give it up, zap, like 
that. I've never met a man who has s ing ularly wanted some¬ 
thing so badly as Brian wanted to beat Joe." 

He mainlines on two packs of du Maurier and twenty cups 
of coffee every day. Will he survive Question Period without 
a cigarette break? 

Mulroney's relentless ambition does have a Liberal ring 
to it. If he had stayed in Quebec he undoubtedly would have 
become a Liberal — the route to the top in that province — 
like his electrician father. But by going away to university at 
St. Francis Xavier in Antigonish, Nova Scotia, he came un¬ 
der the ambit of the Stanfield influence and became a Tory 
instead. He certainly was no one-dimensional man, his po¬ 
tential shown in this description in the university yearbook: 
"Silver-tongued orator ... undefeated in three intercollegiate 
debates ... President of Maritime Progressive Conservative 
Student Federation ... Prime Minister of Maritime Univer- 
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ity Students' Parliament... chaired Hungarian Relief Com- 
nittee... winner of three campus oratorical contests... dra¬ 
matic talents shown in Caine Mutiny and Everyman ... 
member of Honour Committee... athletic abilities displayed 
in interclass hockey and football..." 

He has been treated somewhat unfairly about his reluc¬ 
tance to run. The Irish Sammy Glick from Baie Comeau al¬ 
ways wanted financial stability first. He had just been admit¬ 
ted to the Bar when his father died in 1965. The young lawyer 
moved his mother, sixteen-year-old brother and twelve-year- 
old sister into a Montreal apartment and supported th^m 
He did not get married until he was thirty-four. Finding a seat 
for a Tory in Quebec, for an anglophone even though bilingual, 
is something akin to a Liberal seeking an opening in Alberta. 
He has bided his time and — because of the weakness of his 
opponents — pulled it off. 

The tweedy Tories, the party of supposed unsophistication, 
in fact did a most remarkable thing. The party that is at its 
lowest ebb in electoral strength in Quebec has chosen its 
first leader in ninety-two years from that strange, forbidding 
province. 

The Tories may just have signalled something to the na¬ 
tion with their choice of Jaws n. They had before them the 
formidable figure of John Crosbie, a man who probably could 
have made an admirable prime minister, a man with a fine 
mind and a wit as homey and comfortable as a gumboot. 

The brave and adventuresome decision of the Tory party 
(of supposed Bay Street, or supposed Prairie red-neckism) is 
going to have a considerable effect on the country. The party 
has bitten the bullet—thanks in part to Joe Clark—and has 
said that it will not abide any longer a leader who has not 
taken the trouble to make himself bilingual. 

It has, in truth, advertised that however bright its leading 
figures, however qualified, those aspirants had better make 
sure in the future they have taken the trouble to equip them¬ 
selves to speak to the one-quarter of Canada that is franco¬ 
phone (especially when there is a government in that prov¬ 
ince that wants to separate). That is courageous, when you 
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think about it; telling a highly-qualified Crosbie that it wou 
like him, really—if only he had taken the trouble to under 
stand this country a little better. 

There's going to be a trickle-down from the Tory decision 
to go with the Candidate from Whimsy. It fulfills Pearson's 
warning. It signals to all the aspiring and bright young people 
around the country that French indeed is important, when 
even the neanderthal Tories make a conscious decision to 
pick an unelected bilingual leader over a vastly more exper¬ 
ienced, unilingual candidate. It will show in the enrolment 
in the bilingual programs in the anglophone areas of the 
country, and was probably the most telling experience in the 
country since passage of the Official Languages Act. 

That legislation was a diktat from Trudeau. Choosing 
Mulroney was a conscious, open decision by 3,006 Tory dele¬ 
gates, most of whom can't speak a word of French. They 
showed tolerance and they showed shrewdness. John Crosbie 
will wait his t nm. Martin Brian Mulroney will set an example. 
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Here folly reigns supreme. The Cowardly Lion needs 
courage; the Tin Woodsman, a heart; and the Scare¬ 
crow still searches for "the right stuff.” Your guide: the 
outrageous Allan Fotheringham, emperor of the back 
of Maclean's, syndicated scourge of Southam News, 
perpetrator of the Trudeaucrat-baiting bestseller Mal¬ 
ice in Blunderland. It’s time for the Tories now, as Dr. 
Foth autopsies the bodies politic: Cowardly Lion Die- 
fenbaker, “the man who invented...slippery speech”; 
Tin Woodsman Robert Stanfield, “the Calvin Coolidge 
of Canadian politics”; Scarecrow Joe Clark, “ambition 
without talent is a terrible thing”; and Brian Mulroney, 
“the jaw that walks like a man.” Follow Dr. Foth, if you 
dare, down The Yellow Brick Road through the eso¬ 
teric byways of the Tory soul, on emergency call to 
save the Conservatives from themselves because, 
"God knows, somebody has to!” 

“The subjects of Fotheringham’s whimsy tend to be 
grateful that they have been treated so brilliantly by 
the master—if you’re going to be done to death, it 
might as well be at the fangs of the best in the 
business. ” —Charles Lynch, Ottawa Citizen 
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